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A  Comedy, 


To  3  •  r)o  j  ^ 


T  O  TH  E 

Worihipful  Society 

O  F 

FREE-MASONS. 


ERMIT  me,  my  Brethren ,  mofi 
humbly  to  beg  your  Protection  for 
the  following  Scenes . 

Since  to  flatter  you ,  and  not  to 
fpeak  Truth  rvoud,  on  this  Occaflon ,  be  equally 
impertinent ;  give  me  Leave  only  to  fay:  If 
encouraging  and  being  inflruSled  in  ufeful  An s, 
if  Humanity,  Charity ,  Humility ,  in  a  Word, 
if  all  thefe  focial  Virtues  which  raife  and  im¬ 
prove  the  Mind  of  Man  are  Praif e-worthy , 
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ri  DEDICATION. 

your  Society  have  a  Right  to  demand  the  Ap- 
plaufe  of  Mankind. 

Tou  have  taught  all  Nations  one  ldiomy 
rvhichb  at  the  fame  Time  that  it  gives  a  mu¬ 
tual  Underjlanding,  infpires  a  mutual  Bene¬ 
volence ^  removes  every  Prejudice  of  a  diflant 
Sun  and  Soil >  and  no  Man  can  he  a  Foreigner 
who  is  a  Brother. 

If  it  were  not  below  the  Dignity  of  the 
Brotherhood  to  boatt  what  the  Vulgar  call  Ho¬ 
nours  and  DiflinBions ,  you  coud  give  a  Litt 
of  Royal  Names,  not  only  the  firtt  in  Britain* 
but  in  Europe,  have  been  proud  to  wear  the 
Badge  of  your  Order ,  and  who  have  held  them- 
felves  diftinguiffjed  even  amidtt  the  Glories 
that  fur  rounded  them ,  by  having  the  Honour 
to  call  the  Members  of  your  Society  Brethren ; 
and  it  was  owing  only  to  the  Unhappinefs  of 
her  Sex  that  a  mott  Illuflrions  Princefs  of  our 
own  coud  not  be  admitted ,  and  if  her  Curiofi* 
ty  was  piqued  at.  not  knowing  a  Secret ,  per¬ 
haps  it  was  the.  only  Point  in  her  whole  Reign 
that  ever  the  Woman  got  the  better  of  the 
Queen. 

It  mutt  be  own  d  your  Society  hath  Ene¬ 
mies,  as  the  wifett ,  the  greatett,  and  mott 
virtuous  Communities  have  ever  had ,  and 

mutt 


'  *7  U  T7  T  a  ii  !■  X  V7  XT.  Vix 

twwft  for  Ignorance  is  the  Mother  of 

Malice  as  well  dbof  Devotion ,  and  if  malevo¬ 
lent  and  wrong-headed  People  will  revile  what 
they  confefs  they  do’  not  underfland,  their  Ill- 
nature  recoils  and  hurts  only  their  own  Breafls : 
This ,  my  Brethren ,  we  have  to  fay,  and  let 
us  fpeak  it  boldly  tho’  not  vainly,  tho  there 
hath  yet  been  no  other  Sanftion  invented  by  the 
Wit  of  Man ,  the  Wifdom  of  Law-givers,  or 
the  Policy  of  Princes ,  but  what  hath  been  fre¬ 
quently  and  openly  broke  into,  yet  our  very 
Enemies,  who  have  the  le all  Candor,  confefs  the 
Secrets  of  the  Mafonary  have  been  kept  invio¬ 
lable,  and  that  too,  during  the  Courfe  of  ma¬ 
ny  Ages,  among  People  of  all  Diflinttions, 
Religions,  and  Nations  in  the  known  World . 

I  am,  my  Brethren, 

With  the  greatell  RefpeSl  and  Duty , 
Tour  moll  Obedient  and  devoted 
Brother  and  Servant, 


Charles  johnfon. 


Dramatis  Perfana. 


M  E  N., 


Frederick,  the  ufurpmg  Duke, - - 

Alberto,  the  banifh’d  Duke,— 

Mem}  two  Ftiemi6  *>  Mate, } 

Oliver,  7  :> 

Orlando ,  >  three  Brothers,  —  ? 
Roberto,  j  j 

Alum,  an  old  Servant  to  Orlando, 
Le  Ben,  * -  « — ■ - - - - 


^'^iAIa^4e,Dulce'5 


Mr.  Willrmx. 
Mf.  Booth. 

Mr.  Cibber . 

Mr.  Cory. 

Mr.  Thurmond* 
Mr.  Willts. 

Mj.  Roberts. 
Mr,  Mills, 

Mr.  Tbeo.dhk&z. 

Mi .W,MUs, 


WOMEN. 

Rofalind,  -  (**!// Mrs.  Booth. 

Cajj/f,  ■ »  — * - -  ■  — * - Mrs.  ThumcruL 

Hymen,  . . . .  ■  —  ■—  ■  — *  Mifs  Linder. 

In  the  Mock-  Play. 


Pyramvs, - - - Mr.  Penkethman. 

Tbisby , - - -  Mrs.  Miller. 

Wall, - ■■  - — - Mr.  Norris. 

Lion,  — - - - — — —  Mr.  Wilfon. 

Moonjhixe, - Mr.  Ray. 

Lords,  Forefters,  Gentlemen ,  Guards,  Singers  and 

Dancers. 

SCE  Nf,  Liege,  and  the  For  eft  of  Arden. 
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Act  I.  Scene  I. 

A  Garden. 


Orlando  and  Adam  evtrhigi 

Orhfida.  ^f^g^JigOU  may  remember,  Adam, 

my  Father  bequeath’d  me  by 
Will  but  a  poor  looo  Crowns, 
and,  as  thou  fay’ll:,  charg'd 
my  Brother  on  his  Bleffing  to 
breed  me  well  ^  and  there  be¬ 
gins  my  Sadnefs  :  My  Brother  Robert  he  keeps  at 
School,  and  Report  (peaks  goldenly  of  his  Profit  •, 
for  my  Part,  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at  Home,  or  to 
fpeak  more  properly,  flays  me  here  at  Home  un- 
Pept  *  for  call  you  that  Keeping  for  a  Gentleman 
of  my  Birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  Stalling  of 
an  Ox  f  His  Horfes  are  bred  better,  for  befides  that 
they  are  fair  with  their  Feeding,  they  are  taught 
their  Menage,  and  to  that  End  Riders  dearly  hir’d  t 

B  But 
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But  I,  his  Brother,  gain  nothing  under  him  bof 
Growth,  for  the  which  his  Animals  on  his  Dung¬ 
hills  are  as  much  bound  to  him  as  I  •,  belides  this  No-' 
thing  that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  Something 
thjjt  Nature  gave  me,  his  Countenance  feems  to- 
take  from  me,  he  lets  me  feed  with  his  Hinds,  bars' 
me  the  Place  of  a  Brother,  and,  as  much  as  in  him 
lies,  mines  my  Gentility  with  my  Education.  This 
it  is,  Adam ,  that  grieves  me,  and  the  Spirit  of  my  ’ 
Father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mu¬ 
tiny  at  this  Servitude.  I  will  no  longer  endure  ifrjp 
tho’  yet  I  know  no  wife  Remedy  how  to  avoid  it. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  Matter,  }rour  Brother^ 

Orl.  Go  apart,  Adam ,  and  thou  fhalt  hear  how 
he  will  fhake  me  up. 

Oliver.  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orl.  Nothing  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any 
thing. 

Oliver.  What,  mar  you  then,  Sir  > 

Orl.  I  am  helping  ]mu  to  mar  that  which  Heav’n 
made,  a  -poor  unworthy  Brother  of  yours,  with 
Idlenefs. 

Oliver.  Be  better  employ’d,  Sir,  and  be  Naught 
a-while. 

Orl.  Shall  I  keep  your  Hogs,  and  eat  Husks  with 
them  ?  What  prodigal  Portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I 
fhould  come  to  fuch  Penury  ? 

Oliver.  Know  you  where  you  are,  Sir? 

Orl.  Oh!  Sir,  very  well,  here  in  your  Garden. 

Oliver.  Know  you  before  whom,  Sir  ? 

Orl.  Aye,  better  than  him  I  am  before  knows 
me.  I  know  you  are  my  eldeft  Brother,  and  in  the 
gentle  Condition  of  Blood  you  fhou’d  fo  know  me ; 
The  Courtefy  cl  Nations  allows  you  my  better,  in 
that  you  are  the  Firft-born  •,  but  the  fame  Tradi¬ 
tion 
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tioh  fakes  not  away  my  Blood,  were  there  twenty 
Brothers- betwixt  ufc  i,  I  have  as  much  of  m}7-  Father 
in  me,  as  you  *  albeit,  I  confefs  your  coming  be* 
fhre  me  is  fomething  nearer  to  his  Reverence. 

Oliver. . Whatr  Boy! 

Orl.  Come,  come,  elder  Brother,  you  are  too 
young  in  this.  [Laying  bis  Hand  on  bis  Collar. 

Oliver .  "Wilt  thou  lay  Hands  on  me,  Villain  ? 

Orl.  I  am  no  Villain  :  I  am  the  younger  Son  of 
Sir  Rowland  JuBois ,  he  was  my  Father,  and  he  is 
thrice  a  Villain,  [_/ baking  him ]  that  fays  fuch-a  Fa*, 
ther  begot  Villains.  Wert  thou  not  my  Brother 
I  wou’d  not  take  this  Hand  from  thy  Throat,  till 
this  other  had  pull’d  out  thy  Tongue  for  laying  fo  j 
thou  haft  rail’d  on  thy  felf. 

Adam.  Sweet  Mafter  be  patient,  for  your  Father’s 
Remembrance  be  at  accord. 

Oliver.  Let  me'  go,  I  fay. 

Orl.  I  will  not  till  I  pleafe :  You  (ball  hear  me. 
My  Father  charg’d  you  in  his  Will  to  give  me  good 
Education:  You  have  train’d  me  up  like  a  Peafant, 
obfcuring  and  hiding  from  me  all  Gentleman-like 
Qualities  ^  the  Spirit  of  my  Father  grows  ftrong  in' 
me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it  *,  therefore  allow 
me  fuch  Exercifes  as  may  become  a  Gentleman,  or1 
give  me  the  poor  Allotment  my  Father  left  me  by 
Teftament}  with  that  I  will  buy  my  Fortunes. 

Oliver.  And  what  wilt  thou  do,  beg  when  that  is 
fyent  ?  Well,  Sir,  get  you  in,  I  will  not  long  be 
troubled  with  you*,  }rou  fhall  have  fome  Part  of 
your  Will,  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Orl.  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes 
me  for  my  Good. 

Oliver  to  Adam.  Get  you  with  him,  you  Old 
Dog. 

Adam.  Is  Old  Dog  my  Reward  ?  Moft  true  I  have 
loft  my  Teeth  in  your  Service ;  Heav’n  be  with 
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my  Old  Matter,  he  wou’d  not  have  {poke  fhch  a 
Word.  [Exeunt  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Oliver.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  Begin  you  to  grow  upon 
me  ?  I  will  Phyfiek  your  Ranknefs,  and  yet  give 
no  i coo  Crowns  neither.  Holla!  Dennis ! 

Enter  Dennis. 

Den.  Calls  your  Worfhip? 

Oliver.  Was  not  Charles ,  the  Duke’s  Fencer  and 
Matter  of  his  Academy,  here  to  fpeak  with  me  > 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  Door,  and 
defires  ACcefs  to  you. 

Oliver.  Call  him  in  *,  ’twill  be  a  good  Way  j  —  to 
Morrow !  —  “  No,  to  Day  if  it  may  be. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char.  Good  Morrow,  Sir. 

Oliver.  Good  Monfi  Charles ,  what’s  the  News  at 
the  new  Court  ? 

Char.  There’s  no  News  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the 
old  News  ^  that  is  the  old  Duke  is  banifhed  by  his 
younger  Brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four 
loving  Lords  have  put  themfelves  into  a  voluntary 
Exile  with  him,  whole  Lands  and  Revenues  inrich 
the  new  Duke,  therefore  he  gives  them  Leave  to 
wander. 

Oliver.  Can  you  tell  if  Rofalind ,  the  Duke’s  Daugh¬ 
ter,  be  banifh’d  with  her  Father. 

Char.  Oh  no,  for  the  Duke’s  Daughter,  her  Coufin, 
fo  loves  her, .  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  to¬ 
gether,  that  fhe  wou’d  have  follow’d  her  Exile,  or 
have  died  to  ftay  behind  her  *  fhe  is  at  the  Court, 
and  no  lefs  belov’d  of  her  Uncle  than  his  own 
Daughter,  and  never  two  Ladies  lov’d  as  they 
do. 

Oliver .  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Char , 
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Char .  He  is  already  in  the  Forreft  of  Arden ,  and 
a  many  merry  Men  with  him  •,  and  there  they  live 
like  the  old  Robin  Hood  of  England  they  lay  many 
young  Gentlemen  have  follow’d  his  Exile,  and  fleet 
the  Time  carelefly  as  they  did  in  the  Golden  World; 
Kay,  the  very  Mechanioks,  and  Labourers  in 
Handicraft  leave  every  Day  their  Occupations; 
and  this  populous  City  of  Liege,  and  flock  to  vilit 
their  exil’d  Sovereign,  as  they  call  him. 

Oliver.  I  am  lorry  for  it,  but  I  find  the  Factions 
againft  our  Duke  increafe  daily  *  and  I  mull  tell 
thee,  Charles,  for  I  have  fet  thee  down  my  Friend, 
my  domeftic  Concerns  are  mingled  with  my  Cares 
for  thepublick^  for  my  Brother,  my  younger  Bro¬ 
ther  Orlando - —  But  art  thou  my  Friend  ?  — — — 

Char.  If  you  have  fet  me  down  your  Friend,  I 
muft  tell  you,  I  have  fet  down  the  many  Obliga? 
tions  that  made  me  fo. 

Oliver.  But  art  thou  the  Duke’s  Friend  ? 

Char.  He  is  my  Royal  Mafter,  and  my  Life  is 
his. 

Oliver ,  Why  then,  Charles,  I  will  prove  thee  no 
farther  ^  my  Brother  Orlando ,  as  I  was  laying,  has 
long  had  a  Delign  to  practice  againft  me,  by  Poi- 
ion,  but  this,  unnatural  as  it  is,  is  the  leaft  of  hi§ 
Accufations:  He  is  likewife  enrolled  with  and  at¬ 
tached  to  a  very  dangerous  Knot  of  the  Family 
and  Friends  of  the  banilh’d  Duke. 

Char.  How,  Sir! 

Oliver.  This  I  am  beyond  Doubt  allured  o£  this 
I  know^  now  if'  thou  wilt  upon  my  Honour,  which, 
with  a  Gentleman  is  equal  at  leaft  to  the  San&ity 
of  an  Oath,  appeal  him  inftantly  of  this  Trealon 
to  the  Duke,  for  the  Plot  is  too  ripe,  toof?  near  Ex¬ 
ecution  to  admit  the  leaft  Delay  j  as  I  will  unfold 
it  to  thee  hereafter :  I  lay,  if  thou  wilt  appeal  him 
inftantly  of  this  Treafon  before  the  Duke,  and  an- 
Twer  it  in  Angle  Duel  with  thy  Rapier,  of  which 
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JSkij.1,  as  of  all  other  Gentlemanly'  Exercifes,  hi  Is 
mainly  ignorant,  thou  may’ll;  happily  win  an  ui> 
dangerous  Yidteuy,  and  not  only  I,  but  the  whole 
State  be  deliver’d  from  a  very  dangerous  and  ha¬ 
ted  Enemy. 

Char.  But  if  I  undertake  this  and  mifcarry,  as  the 
mold  skilful  may,  ought  my  Family,  which  will  be 
by  this  Means  .out  cf  the  Protection  of  the  Duke, 
wholly  to  have  their  Reliance  on  your  future  Gra¬ 
titude. 

Oliver.  Here  is  my.Purfe,  ufe  it,  thou  (halt  have 
more,  .and  .often  $  doubt  not  thy  Succefs,  publick 
Preferment  will  await  thee  $  when,  befides  the 
Achievement  of  conquering  an  avow’d  Traitor, 
thou  draft  be  proclaim’d  the  Patron  and  Protedtot 
$f  Frederick  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

.  Char.  And  yet,  methinks,  it  goes  fomewhat  a*- 
gainft  me,  this  Gentleman,.  Orlando,  has  fuch  £ 
generally  approv’d  and  unfoil’d  Name. 

Qlh'er ,  I  know  the  V ulgar  doat  on  him,  he  is  One 
of  their  Errors,  a  ftaunch  Hypocrite :  Thou  mull 
think  how  much  againft  my  Eleart  it  runs,  thus  to 
acdufe  my  own  Blood ;  But  I  alfure  thee,  and  ai¬ 
med:  with  Tears  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  not  One  lb 
youjrg :  and  fo  villainous  this  Day  living :  I  fpeak 
but  Brotherly  of  him,  hut  fhould  I  Anatomife  him 
to:thee.as  .he  is,  I  mud:  blufh,  and  weep,  and  thou 
mud:  look  pale  and  tremble. 

Char.  Y ou  have  warm’d  me  ^  I  will  accufe  him  in- 
fiantfy  fo  the  Duke,  and  call  him  to  the  Combat  5  if* 
I  do  not  give  him  the  Reward  both  of  his  Parricide 
undhisTreafon,  may  imp  good  Heart,  and  my  good. 
Sword  both  fail  me  :  Farewel.  [Exit Charles, 

Oliver,  Farewel  good  Charles,  andHeav’nprofper 

thee  - - -  Well,  very  well  s,  now  furely  I  {hall  fee  an 

End  of  this  Orlando  for  Soul,  yet  I  know  not 
•why,  hates  nothing  more  than  him,  yet  he  is  .gen-* 
tie-,  and  tho’  never  School’d,  yet  learn’d,  and  full  of 
nobid  Device  j  of  all  Sorts  inchantingly  belov’d, 

and 
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and  Indeed  fb  much  the  Heart  of  the  World',  and 
^fpecially  of  my  own  People,  who  bell  know  him, 
that  I  am  altogether  mifpriled,  but  this  Fencer 
fhall  clear  all,  and  that  without  Delay  i  I  will 
immediately  give  another  Lift  to  put  this  Wheel 
in  Motion.  Exit  Oliver. 

A  Chamber  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Rofalind  and  Cselia. 

CaIu.  I  prithee  Rofalind ,  fweet  my  Cofin  be 
merry, 

Rof  Dear  OfD,  I  fhow  more  Mirth  than  l  am 
Miftrefs  of ;  and  wou’d  you  yet  I  were  merrier  > 
Unl^fs  you  cou’d  teach  me  to  forget  the  Duke  my 
Father,  the  banith’d  Duke,  you  muft  not  learn  me 
how  to  remember  any  extraordinary  Plealur-e. 

Ge.  Herein  I  fee  thou  love  ft  ffie  not  with  the  full 
Weight  that  I  love  thee. 

Rof  Well,  I  will  forget  the  Condition  of  my 
Eftate,  to  rejoice  in  thine. 

Ca.  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  Child  but  me, 
nor  none  is  like  to  have,,  and  truly  wheri  he  dies 
thou  fhall  be  his  Heir;  for  what  he  hath  taken 
away  from  thy  Father  by  Force,  I  will  render  thee 
again  in  Affection  ;  by  my  Honour  I  will,  and 
when  I  break  that  Oath  let  me  turn  Monfter-: 
Therefore  my  fweet  Rofe ,  my  dear  Rofe,  be  merry. 

Rof.  ^From  henceforth  I  will,'  Cofin,  and  devife 
Sports  ;  let  me  lee,  What  think  you  of  falling  iu 
Love  ? 

Gc.  Marry,  I  prithee  do  to  make  Sport  withal ; 
fctit  love  no  Man  in  good  earned:,  nor  no  farther  in 
Sport  neither,  than  with  Safety  of  a  pure  Blulh  thou 
may’ll:  in  Honour  come  oft  again. 

Rof.  What  Ihall  be  the  Sport  then  ? . 

B  4. 
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Q a,  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  Hotifewife  For¬ 
tune  from  her  "Wheel,  that  her  Gifts  may  henceforth 
be  bellow’d  equally. 

Rof.  I  wou’d  we  cou’d  do  fo,  for  her  Benefits  are 
mightily  mifplac’d,  and  the  bountiful  blind  "Woman 
does  moll  miftake  in  her  Gilts  to  "Women. 

C&.  ’Tis  true,  for  thofe  that  fhe  makes  fair,  fhe 
fcarce  makes  honell,  and  thofe  that  Ihe  makes  ho- 
neft”,  Ihe  makes  very  Ill-favoured. 

Rof.  Nay,  now  thou  goell  from  Fortune’s  Office, 
to  Nature’s :  Fortune  reigns  in  Gifts  of  the  "World, 
not  in  ftie  Lineaments  of  Nature  - - - 

Qs.  No,  when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  Creature 
may  Ihe  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  Fire :  But  foft 
a  while,  here  comes,  Monlieur  Le-Beu, 

Enter  Le-Beu, 

Rof.  "With  his  Mouth  full  of  News. 

C&.  "Which  he  will  put  upon  us  as  Pigeons  feed 
their  yourfg. 

Rof  Then  fhall  we  be  News  cram’d. 

Gz.  All  the  better,  we  fnall  be  the  more  Mar¬ 
ketable. 

Le-Beu.  Fair  Princeffes,  if  you  llay  here  you  are 
like  to  lole  much  Sport. 

C&.  Sport !  of  what  Colour  ? 

Le-Beu.  What  Colour,  Madam !  how  fhall  I  an¬ 
swer  you  > 

Rof.  As  Wit  and  Fortune  will. 

C*.  Or  as  the  Dellinies  decree. 

Le-Beu.  I  wasfentto  inform  you  of  the  fingle  Com¬ 
bat  that  is  to  be  perform’d  before  the  whole  Court  this 
Morning,  indeed  inftantly  ^  the  Lifts  are  prepar’d, 
the  Combatants  arm’d,  the  Duke  and  his  Nobles  pre¬ 
law,  the  Heralds  ready  to  found,  and  nothing  wan¬ 
ting  but  the  Grace  of  your  Noble  Perfonages,  mo$ 
fweet  Ladies,  to  make  the  Sport  moll  gracious, 

Rof  It 
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Rof  It  is  the  firft  Time  I  ever  heard  Cutting  of 
Throats  was  Sport  for  Ladies. 

Le-Beu.  Thps  ev’ry  thing  being  appointed,  the  War¬ 
riors  impatient,  and  the  Circumftances  of  Affairs  ~ 

Rof,  Not  to  make  your  Words  Humble  in  the  Mid¬ 
dle  of  their  Career,  pray,  Monfieur,  between  whom, 
and  upon  what  Caufe  is  this  Blood  to  be  fhed  on  one 
Side,  or  both. 

Le-Beu.  Why  thus,  Ladies :  Charles  the  Mafter  of 
the  Duke’s  Academy  hath  impeach’d  of  Treafon  Or - 
lando ,  a  younger  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowland  du  Bois . 

Rof.  I  have  heard  much  of  that  old  Gerftleman, 
his  eminent  Worth  was  approv’d  by  general  Voice, 
albeit  he  was  thy  Father’s  profefs’d  Enemy,  Ca.Ua. 

C&.  Well,  Coufin,  fhall  we  fee  this  Combat  ? 

Rof.  Cuflom  fandtifies  every  Thing,  or  elfe  how 
odd  wou’d  appear  this  judicial  Trial  by  the  Rapier 
of  what  is  Right,  or  Wrong. 

C&.  If  a  Man  of  Courage  cou’d  not  be  a  Knave, 
nor  a  Coward  Virtuous, a  Fencing-Mkfter  wou’d  make 
an  excellent  Chancellor. 

Rof.  And  a  Prize-Fighter  a  very  good  Chief  Juftice, 

C&.  Yet  fo  it  is,  and  our  Laws  hold  Decrees  of 
this  Sort  to  be  as  facred  and  inviolable,  as  if  Heaven 
were  oblig’d  to  declare  for  the  more  Sinewy  Arm. 

Le-Beu.  Ladies,  fhall  I  have  the  Honour  to  attend 
you? 

C&.  You  fhall  Sir?  we  will  fee  this  State  Duel  in 
all  its  forms,  [Exeurtt, 

SCENE  the  Lifts. 

Trumpets ,  Kettle-Drums ,  Ahifck ,  a  Throne  &c.  Fre¬ 
derick  the  Ufurper ,  Lords  on  each  Side  the  Throne , 

Cslia,  Rofalind,  and  Ladies  in  tpeir  Seatsy  &c. 

Duke.  Marfhall,  have  you  demanded  of  the  Cham¬ 
pions 
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The  Caufe  ‘Oftheif  Arrival  here,  in  Arms  > 

MarJ/j.  My  Liege,  I  have,'  each  hath  accufed  the 
other*. 

As  a  falfe  Traits  to  his  King  and  Country, 

They  are  appointed  equal,  fearoh’d  and  (worn, 
dEadi  to  defend  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Duke.  Then  let  them  enter - - — 

Marjh.  Trumpets,  found  a  Call, - 

And  fummort  both  the  Champions  to  the  Lifts. 

Tkttirftpbts  foUni,  Enter  at  oppofite  Doors  Orlando 
and  Charles. 

Char.  Grant  me  the  Combat,  my  mod  gracious 
Liege. 

Orl.  And  me,  my  Lord,  grant  me  the  Combat  too. 
Duke-  Say,  -  Gentlemen,  What  makes  you  thus 
exclaim  ? 

And  wherefore  claim  you  Combat,  and  with  whom? 

Char .  Firft  Heaven  be  the  Record  to  my  Speech', 
In  the  Devotion  of  a  Subject’s  Love, 

And  free  from  other  mifbegotten  Hate, 

Come  I,  appellant  to  my  Royal  Mafter. 

Now  young  Orlando  do  I  turn  to  thee, 

And  mark  my  Greeting  well,  for  what  I  fpeak 
My  Bod)'"  fhall  make  good  upon  this  Earth, 

Or  my  divine  Soul  anfwer  it  in  Heaven. 

Thou  art  a  Traitor  and  a  Mifcreant, 

And  wifh  (  fo  pleafe  my  Sovereign  )  e’re  I  move, 
What  my  Tongue  {peaks,  my  right  drawn  fword 
may  prove. 

Orl.  Let  not  my  cooler  Words  accufe  my  Zeal, 
?Tis  not  the  Trial  of  a  Woman’s  War, 

The  bitter  Clamour  of  two  eager  Tongues, 

Can  arbitrate  this  Caufe  between  us  two, 

The  Blood  is  hot  that  mull  be  fhed  for  this. 

Firft,  thefair  Reverence  of  this  Prefence  curbs  me 
From  giving  Reins  and  Freedom  to  my  Speech, 
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Jflft  wtsuldZ  doybl^  thus  in  yirtue  hold. 

Return  the  Traitor,  and  the  Mifcreant* 

And  add  k  flanderbus  Coward,  and  a  Villain : 

Which  to  maintain,  I  wou’d  allow  him  Odds, 

And  meet  him,  tho’  oblig’d  to  run  on  Foot 
Ev’n  to  the  frozen  Ridges  of  the  Alps , 

Or  any  other  Ground  inhabitable. 

Where  ever  honeft  Man  durft  let  a  Foot. 

C.&.  afide  to  Rof.  How  gracefully  he  deliver’d  his 
Words,  with  an  honeft  Warmth  and  Modefty. 

Rof.  And  yet  with  a  Spirit  right  and  brave  as 
Hercules. 

C&.  If  he  acquits  himfelf  as  well  with  his  Sword. 
Rof.  Doubt  it  not,  doubt  it  not. 

Marfh.  O'n  Pain  of  Death  nbPerfon  be  fo  bold. 

Or  daring  hardy  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 

Except  the  Mar  fall ,  and  ftich  Officers, 

Appointed  to  direct  theft  fair  Defigns. 

Rof.  to  C&.  Ah  Cs.lt a  !  I  am  not  concern’d  in  this 
Quarrel,  am  I  ?  No,  no,  and  j^et  my  Heart  fays 
otherwise,  wou’d  I  were  invifible,  to  hold  that 
Fencer’s  Arm  but  a  Moment. 

Cs.  If  I  had  a  Thunder-bolt  in  my  Hand  I  cou’d 
tell  who  fhould  fall. 

Marf.  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Comba* 
tants.  [  Tnmpets  found. 

Char.  Come,  Sir,  I’ll  whip  you  from  your  foininjg 
Fence, 

Spight  of  your  May  of  Youth  and  Bloom  of  Bloods 
Oi  l.  You  promife  well,  come  on.  Sir,  this  to  try* 
How  well  your  Abts  and  Words  agree.  [they  fight* 

[^Charles  is  wounded  by  Orlando,  and  falls, 

Duke.  Part  ’em - No  more  of  this  5 

He  bleeds,  he  faints,  how  doeft  thou,  Charles. 
Le-Bev.  He  can  not  fpeak,  my  Liege, 

Duke ,  Bear  him  away  5  What  is  thy  Name  young 
Man  ? 
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Orl  Orlando,  Sir,  a  younger  Son  of  Sir  'Rowland 
du  Bois. 

Dttfo.  I  wou’d  thou  hadft  been  Son  to  Come  Man 
elfe. 

The  World  efteem’d  thy  Father  honourable. 

But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  Enemy-, 

Thou  fhouldft  have  better  pleas’d  me  with  this  Deed, 
Hadft  thou  defcended  from  another  Houfe  j 
JJnt  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  Youth  : 

I  wou’d  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  Father. 

How  break  we  up  the  Lifts  ^  Marfial ,  Record 
The  Appeal,  and  the  Succefs. 

[Exit  Duke  and  Attendants , 

Orlando,  Cad ia,  Rofalind,  Le-Beu. 

Orl  Yes,  I  am  prond  to  be  Sir  Rowland's  Soil, 

His  younger  Son,  nor  wou’d  I  change  that  Name, 
To  be  adopted  Heir  to  Frederick. 

Sof.  to  Ca.  My  Father  lov’d  Sir  Rowland  as  his 
Soul, 

And  all  the  World  was  of  my  Father’s  Mind  ^ 

Had  I  before  known  this  young  Man,  his  Son, 

I  Ihould  have  added  Tears  unto  my  Wilhes 
4For  his  Succeis. 

Ca.  - - Gentle  Coufln, 

Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him. 

My  Father’s  rough  and  envious  Difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  Hearts  £  to  Orl.  Sir,  you  have  well 
defer  v’d, 

Jff  you  do  keep  your  Promifes  in  Love, 

.But  juftly,  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  Prowefs, 
Your  Miftrefs  will  be  happy. 

Rof,  Sir,  you  will  wear  this  forme: 

\_giving  him  a  Favour. 
One -out  of  Fortune’s  Favour  that  wou’d  give  more, 
but  that  her  Hand  lack  Means,  Shall  we  no. 
Coufln  ? 

Ca.  Aye! 
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Ca.  Aye !  —  Fare  you  well.  Sir. 

Orl.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  yon  ?  My  better  Parts 
Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  Hands  up 
Is  but  a  Statue,  a  meer  Lifelefs  Block. 

Rof.  returning.  He  calls  us  back  :  My  Pride  fell 
with  my  Fortunes, 

I’ll  ask  him  what  he  wou’d  —  Did  you  call.  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  fought  it  well,  androverthrown 
More  than  your  Enemies. 

Ca.  Will  you  go,  Coufin  > 

Rof  Have  with  you  - - -  Fare  you  well. 


[  Exeunt  Cadia  and  Rofalind. 
Orlando,  Le-Beu. 


Orl.  What  Paftion  hangs  thefe  Weights  upon  my 
Tongue, 

I  cannot  fpeak  to  her,  3^et  fhe  urged  Conference, 
Oh !  poor  Orlando ,  thou  art  overthrown. 

And  fomething,  weaker  than  Charles ,  mailers  thee. 
I  pray  ye  tell  me,  Sir,  which  of  thefe  Ladies 
Is  Daughter  to  the  Duke  ? 

Le-Bcu.  Neither  his  Daughter,  if  we  judge  by 
Manners  *, 

But  yet,  indeed,  the  taller  is  his  Daughter, 

The  other  is  Daughter  to  the  banifh’d  Duke, 

And  here  detain’d  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 
To  keep  his  Daughter  Company,  whofe  Loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  Bond  of  Sifters  : 

But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 
Hath  ta’en  Dilpleafure  againft  his  gentle  Niece, 
Grounded  upon  no  other  Argument 
But  that  the  People  praife  her  for  her  Virtues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  good  Father’s  Sake  ; 

And,  on  my  Life,  his  Malice  ’gainft  the  Lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth :  Sir,  fare  you  well 
Hereafter  in  a  better  Wrorld  than  this, 

I  lhall  deftre  more  Love  and  Knowledge  of 
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SCENE  a  Chamber. 

Gaelic  <##<2  Rofalind. 

Ca.  Why,  CoufinI  -why,  Rofalind!  Cupid  haVd 
Mercy !  Not  a  Word  ? 

Rof  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  Dag. 

Gs.  No*  thy  Words  are  too  precious  to  he  thrown 
away  upon  Curs,  throw  fome  Of  them  at  me*  come, 
lame  me  with  Reafonsi  But  is  all  this  Melanchol- 
ly  for  your  Father? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Child’s  Father  : 
Oh !  how  full  of  Briers  is  this  Working-day  World. 

Cz.  They  are  but  Burrs,  Coufin,  thrown  upon 
thee  in  Holy-day  Foolery  *  if  we  walk  in  the  trod¬ 
den  Paths  our  very  Petticoats  will  catch  ’em. 

Rof.  I  cou’d  (hake  them  off  my  Coat  *,  thefe  iSurrs 
are  in  my  Heart. 

G$.  Hem  them  away. 

Rof.  I  wou’d  try,  if  I  cou’d  cry  Hem,  and  have, 
him. 

Gs.  Come,  come,  you  muft,  like  a  good  Chri- 
ftian,  War  with  your  Affedions. 

Rof  Alas!  they  take  the  Part  of  a  better  War¬ 
rior  than  myfelf. 

C&.  Is  it  then  poifible,  that  fo  fuddenly  }rou 
fhould  fall  into  lb  ftrange  a  liking  of  old  Sir  Row-^. 
laud’s  younger  Son  ? 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  Father  loved  his  Father  dear¬ 
ly* 

G*.  Does  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  fhould  love 
his  Son  dearly  ?  By  this  Kind  of  Chafe,  I  fhould- 
hyte  him,  for  my  Father  hated  his  Father  dearly  * 
yet  I  hate  not  Qrtando. 

Rof.  No  faith !  hate  him  not  for  my  Sake. 

£<*.  Why  fhould  I  not  ?  Does  he  not  deferve  it  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Duh  Frederick,  with  Lords. 

Rof  Let  me  love  him  for  that,  and  do  yon  love 
him  becaufe  I  do  j  look  ye,  here  comes  the  Duke, 
your  Father, 

Ce.  With  his  Eyes  full  of  Anger. 

Duke  to  Rof.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your 
fafeft  Hafte, 

And  get  you  from  our  Court. 

RoJ.  Me!  Uncle? 

Duke.  You,  Coufin  •,  if  thou  art  found  within  ten 
Days,  lo  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  Miles, 
thou  dieft  for  it. 

Rof  - —  I  do  beleech  your  Grace, 

Let  me  the  Knowledge  of  my  Fault  bear  with  me. 
If  withmyfelf  I  hold  Intelligence, 

Or  have  acquaintance  "with  my  own  Defires, 

If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick. 

Never  fo  much  as  in  a  Thought  unborn 
Did  I  offend  your  Highnefs. 

D uke.  -  --  Thus  do  all  Traitors, 

If  their  Purgation  did  confift  in  Words, 

They  are  as  innocent  as  Grace  itfelf ; 

Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  . I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof  Yet  your  Miftruft  can  not  make  me  a  Trai¬ 
tor, 

Tell  me,  whereon  the  likelyhood  depends? 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  Fathers  Daughter,  that’s  e- 
nough. 

Rof  So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  took  his  Duke¬ 
dom, 

So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  banifh’d  him, 

Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  Lord. 

C*.  Dear  Sovereign,  hear  me  {peak. 

Duke.  A  ye,  C&lia ,  we  flay’d  her  for  your  Sakey 
Elfe  had  fhe  with  her  Father  rang’d  along, 

I  will  not  be  intreated,  not  a  Word, 
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Firm  and  irrevocable  is  the  Doom 

Which  I  have  pafs’d  upon  her,  {he  is  banifh’d. 

Ca.  Pronounce  that  Sentence  then  on  me,  my 
Liege, 

I  can  not  live  out  of  her  Company* 

Duke.  You  are  a  Fool  -  ■■  -  You,  Niece,  provide 
yourfelf; 

If  you  out  ftay  the  Time,  upon  my  Honour, 

And  in  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Word,  you  die. 

Exit  Duke  and  Lord, 

Cadia  and  Rofalind. 

Ca.  Oh  my  poof  Rofalind !  whither  wou’t  thou  go, 
I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev’d  than  I  am. 
Rof.  I  have  more  Caufe. 

Ca. - Thou  haft  not,  Coufin, 

Prithee  be  chearful,  knoweft  thou  not  the  Duke 
Hath  banifh’d  me  his  Daughter  ? 

Rof  That  he  hath  not. 

Ca.  No  !  Hath  not  ?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  Love 
Which  fhould  teach  her  that  fhe  and  I  are  one, 

Shall  we  be  fundred  ?  Shall  we  part  fweet  Girl  > 

No,  let  my  Father  feek  another  Heir  : 

Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly. 

Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us. 

And  do  not  feek  to  take  the  Charge  upon  you. 

To  bear  your  Griefs  yourfelf,  and  leave  me  out 
For  by  this  Heaven,  now  as  our  Sorrows  pale, 

Say  what  thou  can’ft  I’ll  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof  - Why  whither  fhall  we  go  ? 

Ca.  To  feek  my  Uncle,  in  the  Forreft  of  Arden * 
Rof  Alafs !  what  Danger  will  it  be  to  us, 

(  Maids  as  we  are  )  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ? 

Beauty  provoketh  Thieves  fooner  than  Gold. 

Ca.  I’ll  put  myfelf  in  poor  and  mean  Attire, 

And  with  a  Kind  of  Umber  frnut  my  Face, 
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The  lilce  do  you,  lo  fhall  we  pafs  along 
And  never  fjtir  Affailants. 

Rof  — - Were  it  not  better. 

That  I  did  fuit  me  in  all  Points  like  a  Man, 

A  gallant  Cutlafs  by  my  Side, 

A  Boar-Spear  in  my  Hand,  and  in  my  Heart, 

Lie  there  what  hidden  Woman’s  Fear  there  will. 
We’ll  have  a  Swaggering  and  Martial  Outfide, 

As  many  other  Mannifh  Cowards  have 
That  do  out-face,  it  with  their  Semblances* 

Ca.  What  fhall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  Man? 
Rof.  I’ll  have  no  worfe  a  Name  than  Jove  s  own 
Page, 

And  therefore,  look  you,  call  me,  Ganymede : 

But  what  will  you  be  call’d? 

C&.  Something  that  has  a  Reference  to  my  State, 
No  longer  C&lia ,  but  Aliena. 

Rof.  - -  Let’s  away, 

And  get  our  Jewels  and  our  Wealth  together, 

Devi le  the  fitteft,  and  the  fafeft  Way 
To  hide  us  from  Purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  Flight ;  Now  go  we  in  Content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banifhment*  [EminU 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Oliver’*  Houfe. 


Orlandh  and  Adam. 

Orl.  TTTHO’s  there? 

VV  Adam.  What,  my  young  Mailer  3  Oh 
my  gentle  Miller, 

Oh  my  ftveet  Mailer !  Oh  you  Memory- 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland !  —  Why,  what  make- you  here  > 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  Why  do  People  love  you  * 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 
Why  wou’d  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Prizer  of  the  humourous  Duke  > 

Your  Praife  is  come  too  Iwiftly  Home  before  yoi*v 
Know  you  not,  Mailer,  to  fome  kind  of  Men 
Their  Graces  ferve  them  but  as  Enemies, 

No  more  do  yours-,  your  Virtues,  gentle  Mailer, 
Are  landtify’d,  and  holy  Traitors  to  you : 

Oh,  what  a  World  is  this  !  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it. 

Orl.  Why,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Adam.  — * -  Oh,  unhappy  Youth, 

Come  not  within  thefe  Doors,  beneath  this  Roof 
The  Enemy  of  all  your  Graces  lives  3 
Your  Brother,  no,  no  Brother,  yet  the  Son 
(Yet  not  the  Son,  I  will  not  call  him  Son) 

Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father, 

Hath  heard  your  Praifes,  and  this  Night  he  means 
To  burn  the  Lodging  where  you  us’d  to  lie, 
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And  you  within  rt*  if  he  fail  of  that, 

He  will  have  other  Means  to  cut  you  off* 

I  over-heard  him  and  his  Practices  * 

This'is  no  Place,  This  Houfe  is  but  a  Butchery  5 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Or L  Why  whither,  Adam,  wou’d’ft  thoU  have 
me  go  ? 

Adam .  No  matter  whither,  lb  you  come  not  here. 
Orl.  What,  wou’d’ft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg 
my.  Food  * 

Or  with’ a  bafe  and  boifterous  Hand  inforce 
A  Thievifh  Living  on  the  Common  Road  ? 

This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do : 

Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  : 

I  rather  will  fubjedt  me  to  the  Malice 
Of  a  diverted  Blood,  and  bloody  Brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo  *  I  have  five  hundred  CroWfts, 
The  thrifty  Hire  I  faved  under  your  Father, 

"Which  I  did  Store  to  be  my  Foiter  Nurle 
When  Service  fhou’d  in  my  old  Limbs  lie  lame, 
And  unregarded  Age  in  Corners  thrown  : 

Take  that - And  He  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed. 

Yea  providently  Caters  for  the  Sparrow, 

Be  Comfort  to  my  Age  *  here  is  the  Gold, 

All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  Servant, 

Tho’  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty  * 

For  in  my  Youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  Rebellious  Liquors  to  my  Blood, 

Nor  did  I  with  unbalhful  Forehead  woe 
The  Means  cfWeaknefs  and  Debility* 

Therefore  my  Age  is  as  a  lufty  Winter, 

Frofty,  but  kindly  *  let  me  go  with  you, 

I’ll  do  the  Service  of  a  younger  Man, 

In  all  your  Bufiilefs,  and  Necelfities. 

Orl.  Oh  good  Old  Man!  how  well  in  thee  appeal 
The  conftant  Service  of  the  Antique  World, 

When  Service  Iweat  for  Duty,  not  for  Need  * 

Thou  art  not  for  the  Fafhion  of  thefe  Times, 
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Where  none  will  fweat  but  for  Promotion, 

And  having  that,  do  choak  their  Service  up 
Even  with  the  having  •,  it  is  not  fo  with  thee  5 
But  poor  Old  Man,  thou  pruneft  a  rotten  Tree, 
That  cannot  lb  much  as  a  BlolTom  yield 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  Pains  and  Hufbandry. 

Enter  Le-Beu, 

So,  Sir,  what  News  from  Court  ? 

Le-Beu.  Bad  News  towards  you,  Orlando. 

Orl.  Say  it  then,  good  Le-Beu , 

I  have  been  hackney’d,  worn  in  evil  Fortune, 

And  fhall  receive  it  with  a  conftant  Mind. 

Le-Beu.  The  Duke,  too  jealous  of  his  lickly  State, 
Perhaps  of* your  Defert,  commands  you  go 
Within  three  Days  after  the  Sight  of  this 

giving  him  an  Order. 
Into  perpetual  Banifhment,  or  elfe 
To  fuffer  as  a  Traitor  convict. 

Orl.  The  jealous  Duke  prevents  my  Brother’s 
Malice ; 

Behold,  good  Adam ,  that  eternal  Guard 
That  watches  and  provides  for  all  its  Creature^ 
Warns  us  away  to  lave  us  from  Deftrudtion  $ 

Thus  what  the  Vulgar  think  Infliction,  Pain, 

Is  often  a  Reward,  and  Virtue’s  Merit : 

But  comt  thy  ways,  we’ll  both  along  together, 

And  e’er  we  have  thy  youthful  Wages  {pent. 

We’ll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  Content. 

Adam.  Matter,  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  Gafp,  with  Truth  and  Loyalty, 

From  feveriteen  Years,  till  now  almoft  fourfcore, 
Here  liv’d  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more  : 

At  feventeen  Years  many  their  Fortunes  feek. 

But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  Week  \ 

Yet  Fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better, 

Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  Matter’s  Debtor. 

[ Exeunt , 
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Frederick ’j 

Duke  Frederick,  with  Lords . 

Duke.  Can  it  be  poflible  that  no  Man  faw  ’em  ? 

It  can  not  be,  Tome  Villains  of  my  Court 
Are  of  Content  and  Sufferance  in  this. 

Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any-  that  did  fee  her  : 
Hifperia  the  Princefs’s  Gentlewoman 
Confefles  that  {he  fecretly  o’re  heard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coufin  much  commend 
The  Parts  and  Graces  of  the  young  Orlando , 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finewy  Charles , 

And  {he  believes  wherever  they  are  gone 
That  Youth  is  Purely  in  their  Company, 

Duke.  Send  to  his  Brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hi¬ 
ther, 

If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me  5 
I’ll  make  him  find  him  ^  do  this  fuddenly, 

And  let  no  Search,  no  Inquifition  quail  ^ 

Bring  me  again  this  foolifh  Runaway,  [  Exeunt . 


The  Forett  of  Arden,  before  the  Duke's 

Cave. 

Duke  Alberto,  Amiens,  Jaques,  and  two  or  three 
Lords  like  Forejlers. 

Duke.  Now  m}’’  Comates  and  Brothers  in  Exile, 
Hath  not  old  Cuftom  made  this  Life  more  {weet 
Than  that  of  painted  Pomp?  Are  not  thefe  Woods 
More  free  from  Peril,  than  the  envious  Court? 

Here  we  do  feel  the  Penalty  of  Adam , 

The  Seafon’s  Difference,  the  Icy  Phang, 

And  churlilh  chiding  of  the  Winter’s  Wind : 
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■Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  Body 
Even  till  I  lhrink  with  Cold,  I  fmile  and  fay. 

This  is  no  Flattery  ;  Thefe  are  Cauncellaurs 
Who  feelingly  perfwade  me  what  I  am. 

Amiens.  - —  Happy  is  your  Graee 

That  can  tranflate  the  Stiibbornefs  of  Fortune 
Into  lb  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  Stile  ; 

But,  Sir,  this  Forefi:  will  become  a  City, 

Your  People  quit  the  Tyrant’s  Court,  and  hither 
Refort  in  Crouds  i  Mechanics  of  all  Sorts 
Petition  to  delight  and  ferve  your  Grace  * 

They  will  obey  you  as  their  King  and  Father; 

A  double  Tye  of  Duty. 

Duke,  - My  Heart  bleeds 

When  I  refledt,  good  Amiens ,  that  my  Power 
Is  weaker  than  my  Love  ^  No  more  of  this ; 

Come,  {hall  we  go  and  kill  us  Venifon  ? 

And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dapple  Fools, 

Being  native  Burghers  of  this  Defart  City, 

Shou’d,  in  their  own  Confines,  with  forked  Heads, 
Have  their  round  Haunches  goar’d. 

Jaques.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  grieves  me  Very 
much, 

And  in  that  Kind,  I  fwear  you  more  ufurp, 

Than  does  your  Brother,  who  hath  banilh’d  youj, 
Mark. well  my  Story  and. you’ll  find  it  fo; 

To  Day,  my  Lord  of  Amiens ,  and  myfelf, 

Lay  in  the  Shade  of  an  old  Druid  Oak, 

Whofe  antique  venerable  Root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  Brook  that  brawls  along  this  Wood, 

To  which  Place,  a  poor  fequeftred  Stag, 

That  from  the  Hunter’s  Aim  had  ta’en  a  Hurt, 

Did  come  to  languifh  $  and  indeed,  my  Lord, 

The  wretched  Animal  heav’d  forth  fuch  Groans, 
That  their  Difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  Coat 
Alrrioft  to  burfting,  while  the  big  round  Drops 
Cours’d  one  another  down  his  innocent  Nofe 
In  piteous  Chac'e  j  and  thus  the  hairy  Fool 
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Stood  on  the  extreameft  Verge  of  the  fwift  Brook, 
Augmehtirtg  it  with  Tears. 

■Duke.  - Didft  thou  riot  Jaques  ? 

Didft  thou  not  moralize  this  Spectacle  > 

Jaques.  Who  cou’d  behold  it.  Sir,  and  not  refleft  ? 
Firlb,  for  his  Weeping  in  the  Unwanting  Stream  j 
Is  it  not  plain  he  made  a  Teftament 
.As  Worldlings  do,  giving  his  Sum  of  more  • 

To  that  which  had  too  much :  AnonacarelefsHerd, 
Full  of  the  Pafture,  jumps  along  the  Verdure, 

And  never  ftays  to  greet  him  5  there  you  fee 
A  Crowd  of'  fat  and  greafy  Citizens 
Looking  with  SGOrn  on  a  poor  ruin’d  Bankrupt. 

Are  We  not  all  Ufurpers,  Tyrants,  worfe, 

To  fright  thefe  Animals  and  kill  them  thus 
In  their  alhgn’d  and  native  Dwelling-Place'. 

Duke.  - - —  Shew  me  this  Place, 

There  will  we  fweetly  moralize  together, 

And  make  our  Contemplations  give  at  once 
Delight,  and  Ufe.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  another  Part  of  the  Foreft. 

Rofalind,  in  Boys  Cloathsi  as  Ganymede  j  C$lia, 
drefsd  like  a  Shepberdefs ,  as  Aliena, 

Rof.  Oh,  Jupiter ,  how  weary  are  my  Spirits  ? 

Ca.  I  care  not  for  my  Spirits,  if  my  Legs  were 
not  tir’d. 

Rof.  I  cou’d  find  in  my  Heart  to  difgrace  my 
Mans  Apparel,  and  to  cry  like  a  Woman  *  but  I 
Xnuft  comfort  the  weaker  Veffel,  as  Hat  and  Breeches 
ought  to  fhewitfelf  couragious  to  a  Petticoat  $  there^- 
fore.  Courage,  good  Aliena. 

Ca.  I  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  far¬ 
ther. 
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Rof.  Come,  bear  a  Heart,  Girl  •,  there  is  a  Crea¬ 
ture  \Enter  Sylvius^]  looks  like  a  Man,  I’ll  que- 

ftion  him  if  he  for  Gold  will  give  us  any  Food  -r - 

Holla,  Friend. 

Syl.  Who  calls? 

Rof.  Good,  even  to  you,  Friend. 

Syl.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  both. 

Rof.  I  prithee.  Shepherd,  if  that  Love,  or  Gold, 
Can  in  this  Place  buy  any  Entertainment, 
iBring  us  where  we  may  reft  ourfclves,  and  feed, 
Here’s  a  young  Maid  with  Travel  much  opprefs’d, 
And  faints  for  Succour. 

Syl  — — * —  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her. 

And  wilh  for  her  Sake,  more  than  for  my  own. 

My  Fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her-. 

But  I  am  Shepherd  to  another  Man, 

And  do  not  fheer  the  Fleeces  that  I  graze : 

My  Mafter  is  of  Churlilh  Difpofition, 

And  little  cares  to  find  the  Way  to  Heaven 
By  doing  Deeds  of  Hofpitality : 

Befides,  his  Coat,  his  Flocks,  and  Bounds  of  Feed, 
Are  now  on  Sale;  and  at  our  Sheepcoat,  yonder,. 
By  Reafon  of  his  Ab fence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on ;  if  there  is,  you’ll  fee. 

And  in  my  V oice  moft  Welcome  fhall  you  be, 

Rof.  I. prithee,  if  it  ftand  with  Honefty, 

Buy  thou  the  Cottage,  Pafture,  and  the  Flock, 

And  thou  {halt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Ca.  — - And  we  will  mend  thy  Wages, 

I  like  this  Place,  and  willingly  wou’d  fpend 
My  Time  in  it. 

.Syl  .Afluredly  the  Thing  is  to  be  fold. 

Go  with  me,  if  you  like,  upon  Report, 

The  Soil,  the  Profit,  and  this  kind  of  Life, 

I  will  your  very  faithful  Feeder  be, 


And  buy  it  with  your  Gold, 
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Orlando  and  Adam* 

Adam.  Dear  Mafter,  I  can  go  no  farther: 

Oh  I  die  for  Food :  Here  lie  I  down, 

And  Meafure  out  my  Grave  •,  Farewel  kind  Mafter. 
Orl.  Why  how  now,  Adaml  No  greater  Heart  in 
thee? 

Live  a  little,  Comfort  a  little,  Chear  thyfelf  a  little, 
Thy  Conceit  is  nearer  Death,  than  thy  Powers. 

For  my  Sake  be  comfortable,  hold  Death  a  while 
At  Arms  End :  I  will  be  here  with  you  prefently. 
And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat, 

I  will  give  thee  Leave  to  die,  but  if  thou  dieft 
Before  I  come,  thou  art  a  Mocker  of  my  Labour. 
Well  faid,  thou  look’ft  chearly, 

And  I’ll  be  with  thee  quickly;  yet  thou  lieft 
In  the  bleak  Air.  Come  I  will  bear  the  to  fome 
Shelter, 

And  thou  (halt  not  die  for  Lack  of  a  Dinner,  if 
there  live  any  Thing  in  this  Defart :  Chearly  good 
Adam ,  £  Exit  Orlando,  leading  Adam. 

Duke  Alberto,  Amiens,  and  Nobles  at  a  Banquet . 

Duke.  I  think  he  is  transform’d  into  a  Beaft, 

For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  Man. 

Amiens.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone 
hence. 

Duke.  Pray  feek  him,  tell  him  I  wou’d  {peak; 
with  him. 

Amiens.  He  faves  my  Labour,  by  his  own  Ap¬ 
proach.  [Enter  Jaques. 

Duke.  Why  how  now,  Monfieur,  What  a  Life  is  this  ? 
That  your  poor  Friends  muft  Woo  your  Company? 
What,  you  look  merrily ! 

Jaques .  A  Fool,  a  Fool,  I  met  a  Fool  i’the  Foreft, 
A  motly  Fool,  a  miferable  World! 
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As  I  do  live  by  Food  ^  I  met  a  Fool$ 

Good  Morrow,  Fool,  quoth  I ,  no.  Sir,  quoth  he. 
Call  me  not  Fool,  till  Heaven  hath  fent  me  Fortune^ 
And  then  he  dtew  a  Dial  from  his  Poak, 

And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luftre  Eye, 

Says,  very  Wifely,  It  is  ten  a  Clock  : 

Thus  we  may  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  World  wags  ^ 
9Tis  but  an  Hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 

And  after  one  Hour  more,  ’twill  be  eleven. 

And  fb  from  Hour  to  Hour  we  ripe,  and  ripe. 

And  then  from  Hour  to  Hour  we  rot,  and  rot. 

And  thereby  hangs  a  Tale,  Oh  Noble  Fool ! 

A  worthy  Fool  s,  Motley’s  your  only  wear. 

Dufa.  What  Fool  is  this  ? 

Jaques.  A  worthy  Fool !  One  that  has  been  a 
Courtier, 

And  fays,  if  Ladies  be  but  young  and  fair, 

They  have  the  Gift  to- know  it:  And  in  his  Brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  Remainder  Bifcuit 
After  a  Voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  Places  cram’d 
With  Obfervatinn,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  Forms.  Oh  that  I  were  a  Fool ! 

I  am  ambitious  of  a  Motley  Coat. 

Duke.  Thou  fhalt  have  one. 

Jaques. . —  It  is  my  only  Suit. 

Enter  Orlando,.  his  Sword  drawn. 

Orl.  Forbear  to  eat  no  more. 
jfaqnes.  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orl.  Nor  fhall  not  till  Neceffity  be  ferv’d. 
jfcegves.  Of  what  Kind  fhou’d  this  Cock  come? 
Duke.  Art.  thou  thus  ’bolden’d,  Man,  by  thy  Di- 
ftrefs  1 

Or  elfe  a  rude  Defpifer  of  Good  Manners, 

That  in  Civility  thou  feem’ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orl.  You  tonctfd  my  Vein  at  firfb  j  the  Thorny 
Point 
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Of*  bare- Biflrefs  hath  ta’en  from  me  the  Shew 
Offrhooth  Civility  $  yet  am  I  Inland  bred, 

And  know  fome  Nurture :  But  forbear,  I  fay. 

He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  Fruit. 

Till  I  and  my  Affairs  are  anfwer’d. 

Jaques.  ^nd  you  will  not  be  anfwer’d  with  Rea- 
fon,  I  muft  die. 

Duke.  - -  What  wou’d  you  have  ? 

OrL  I  almoft  die  for  Food,  and  let  me  have  it. 
Duke.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our 
Table. 

Oil.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  me,  I  pray 
you, 

I  thought  that  all  Things  had  been  Savage  here. 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  Countenance 
Of  ftern  Commandment.  But  whate’er  you  are 
That  in  this  Defart,  inacceffible, 

Under  the  Shade  of  melancholly  Boughs, 

Lofe,  and  negledt  the  creeping  Hours  of  Time, 

If  ever  you  have  look’d  on  better  Days  5 

If  ever  been  where  Bells  have  knowl’d  to  Church} 

If  ever  fat  at  any  Good  Man’s  Feaft  j 

If  ever  from  your  Eyelids  wiped  a  Tear  5 

And  know  what  ’tis  to  pity,  and  be  pity’d. 

Let  Gentlenefs  my  ftrong  Enforcement  be, 

In  the  which  Hope,  I  blufh,  and  hide  my  Sword. 

Duke.  True  it  is,  that  we  have  feen  better  Days* 
And  have  with  holy  Bell  been  knowl’d  to  Church, 
And  fat  at  Good  Men’s  Feafts,  and  wip’d  our  Eyf$ 
Of  Drops  that  facred  Pity  hath  engender’d : 

And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  Gentlenefs, 

And  take  upon  Command  what  help  we  have. 

That  to  your  Wanting  may  be  miniftred. 

Orl.  Then  but  forbear  your  Food  a  little  Time, 
Whiles,  like  a  Doe,  I  go  to  find  my  Fawn, 

And  give  it  Food.  There  is  an  Old  poor  Man 
That  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  Step 
Limp’d  in  pure  Love  5  till  he  be  firft  fufficed, 
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Oppress’d  with  two  weak  Evils,  Age  and  Hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  Pit. 

Duke.  — - Go  find  him  out. 

And  we  will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 

Orl.  I  thank  you,  and  be  blefs’d  for  your  good 
Comfort.  \_Exit  Orlando, 

Duke.  Thou  fee’ll:  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy. 
This  wide  and  univerfal  Theatre 
Prelents  more  woeful  Pageants,  than  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Amiens.  Some  Citizens  from  Liege  y  fome  of  the 
many 

Fled  hither.  Sir,  for  your  Protedion,  beg  by  me 
They  may  have  Leave  to  entertain  your  Grace. 
Duke.  How  is  it  they  propole  to  entertain? 
Amiens.  A  Play  it  fhou’d  be,  Sir,  what  ’twill  ap¬ 
pear,  I  know  not. 

They  have  rehears’d  it  in  the  Wood  this  Morning. 
Duke.  And  what  the  Subjed  ? 

Amiens.  They  call  it,  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of 
yenng  Pyramus  and  bis  Love  Thifby  very  tragical 
Mirth. 

Duke.  Merry  and  Tragical,  tedious  and  brief. 
How  lhall  we  find  the  Concord  of  this  Difcord? — 
Well,  let  them  be  ready  before  our  Cave  in  the 
Evening-,  there  they  {hall  reprefent  it-,  this  Thea¬ 
trical  Performance  will  llir  thy  Gall,  Jaques. 

Jaques.  - - Not  at  all 

He  that  can  refled  wants  not  thefe  Mirrours  : 

All  the  World’s  a  Stage, 

And  all  the  Men  and  Women  meerly  Players  j 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrances, 

And  one  Man  in  his  Time  plays  many  Parts  *, 

His  Life  being  feven  Ages :  At  firft  the  Infant 
Mewling  and  Puking  in  the  Nurfe’s  Arms : 

And  then  the  whining  School-boy  with  his  Satchel 
And  fhining  Morning  Face,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School:  And  then  the  Lover 
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Sighing  like  Furnace,  with  a  woeful  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Miftr  efs’s  Eyebrow ;  Then  a  Soldier 
Full  of  ftrange  Oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  Pard, 
Jealous  in  Honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  Quarrel, 

Seeking  the  Bubble  Reputation  - - 

Even  in  the  Cannon’s  Mouth  y  And  then  thejuftice 
In  fair  round  Belly,  with  good  Capon  lined. 

With  Eyes  fevere,  and  Beard  of  formal  Cut, 

Full  of  wife  Saws,  and  modern  Inftances, 

And  fo  he  plays  his  Part :  The  fixth*  Age  fhifts 
Into  the  -lean  and  flipper’d  Pantaloon 
With  Spectacles  on  Nofe  and  Pouch  on  Side  5 
His  youthful  Hofe  well  fav’d  a  World  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  Shank,  and  his  big  manly  Voice 
Turning  again  toward  Childifh  treble  Pipes, 

And  whiffles  in  his  Sound:  Laft  Scene  of  all 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftory, 

App  ears  in  Nerves  unbrac’d,  Reflection  loft, 

A  lecond  Childifhnefs,  and  meer  Oblivion. 

Enter  Orlando,  leading  Adam 

Duke.  Welcome,  here  reft  your  venerable  Bur¬ 
then, 

And  let  him  feed  - - 

Orl.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him. 

Adam.  - - — •  So  had  you  Need, 

I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thauk  you  for  myfelf.'  - 

Duke.  Welcome,  fall  too,  I  will  not  trouble  you 
As  yet,  to  queftion  you  about  your  Fortunes. 

Give  us  fome  Mufick  - - 


SONG. 
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SON  G, 

Blow,  Mow,  thou  Winter  Wired K 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind,  as  Marts  Ingratitude*, 

Thy  Tooth  is  not  fo  keen-,  becaufe  thou  art  not  fee 

Altbo *  thy  Breath  be  rude. 

Freeze,  Freeze-,  thou  bitter  Sky,  that  does  not  bid 
.  _  -  r  (fonigh 

As  Benefits  forgot : 

Tho  thou  the  Waters  warp,  thy  Sting  is  not  ft 

(Jhatp'r 

As  Friend  remember  d  not. 

Duke.  If  that  you  are  the  good  Sir  ‘Rowlands  Son, 
As  you  have  whifperd  faithfully  you  are. 

Ana  as  mine  Eye  doth  his.  Effigies  witnefs 
Moil  truly  limn’d,  and  living  in  your  Face, 
jBe  truly  welcome  hither:  I  anr  the  Dtfke' 

That  lov’d  your  Father,  the  Reiidue  of  jrour  Fortune, 
Go  to  my  Cave  and  tell  me.  — -  Good  old  Man 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  Mailer  is ; 

Support  him  by  the  Arm;  give  me  your  Hand, 

And  let  me  all  your  Fortunes  underiland. 


The  End  of  the  fecond  ACT. 
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The  Third  ACT. 


SCENE  the  ForeUm 


Orlando,  a  Taper  of  Verfes  in  his  Hand, 


Oi  l.  fixing  the  Tai¬ 
pei'  on  a  Tree, 


HAng  there  my  Verfe,  in  Wit- 
nefs  of  my  Love-, 


And  thou  thrice  crowned  Queen  of  Night  furvey 
With  thy  chaft  Eye,  from  thy  pale  Sphere  above. 
Thy  Huntrefs  Name- that  my  full  Life  doth  {way* 
Oh,  Rofalind ,  thefe  Trees  fegll  be  my  Books, 
And  in  their  Barks  my  Thoughts  I’ll  Character, 
That  every  Eye  which  in  this  Foreft  looks 
Shall  fee  thy  Yirtue  witnefs’d  every  where 
Run,  run,  Orlando ,  carve  on  every  Tree 
The  fair,  the  chafte,  and  unexprelilve  fee. 


[  Exit  Orlando, 


Scene  continues,  Rofalind  and  Cselia. 

C&.  What  have  you  there  ?  [Rof.  takes  the  Ta~ 
[  per  Orlando  had  hung  on  the  Trie, 
Rofi  More  Rhymes^ .  Cofin. 

Ca.  A}re!  read  them,  read  them. 

RoJ,  reads.  From  the  Edit  to  Weftern  Inde 
No  Jewel  is  like  Rofalind, 

Her  Worth  being  mounted  on  the  Wind, 
Thro’  all  the  World  bears  Rofalind  5 
All  the  Pictures  faireft  lin’d, 

Are  but  black  to  Rofalind-, 


Let 
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Let  no  Face  be  kept  in  Mind 
But  the  Face  of  Rofalind. 

Ge.  Heyday  *  I’ll  Rhyme  you  fo  eight  Years  to» 
gether*  Dinners  and  Suppers,  and  Sleeping  Times 
excepted :  For  a  Tafte, 

If  a  Hart  does  lack  a  Hind, 

Let  him  feek  out  Rofalind  5 
If  the  Cat  will  after  Kind, 

So  be  fure  will  Rofalind  ^ 

Winter  Garments  muft  be  lin*d. 

So  muft  flender  Rofalind  ^ 

They  that  reap  muft  Iheaf  and  bind. 

Then  to  Cart  with  Rofalind 
Sweeteft  Meat  hath  lowreft  Rind, 

Such  a  Nut  is  Rofalind. 

Rof  This  is  the  very  falfe  Gallop  of  Yerfe }  why 
do  you  infed  yourfelf  with  them  ? 

C&.  But  doeft  thou  not  wonder,  Colin,  how  thy 
Name  fhou’d  be  hang’d  and  carved  upon  thefe 
Trees  ? 

Rof  Look  ye  here,  what  I  found  on  a  Palm-Tree, 
I  was  never  fo  Berhym’d  fince  Pythagoras’s  Time, 
which  I  can  hardly  remember ! 

C&.  Tro  you  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof  It  is  a  Man. 

C&.  With  a  Ribond,  you  once  wore,  about  his 
Arm  * 

Change  you  Colour  ? 

Rof.  I  prithee  who  ? 

G*.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  Matter  for  Friends 
to  meet  ^  but  Mountains  may  be  remov’ d  with  Earth¬ 
quakes,  and  fo  encounter. 

Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it? 

Ca.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  I  prithee  now,  with  moft  petitionary 
Vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is? 

Ca.  Oh  wonderful !  and  moft  wonderfully  wonder¬ 
ful!  and  yet  again  wonderful  1  and  after  that  out  of 
all  hooping.  Rof. 
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Rof.  One  Inch  of  Delay  more,  and  I  die  before 
this  Difcovery.  I  prithee  tell  me,  who  is  it?  Quick¬ 
ly  !  and  fpeak  apace,  is  he  of  Heavens  making  ? 
What  Manner  of  Man  ?  Is  his  Head  worth  a  Hat  ? 
Or  his  Chin  worth  a  Beard  ? 

Ca.  Nay>  he  hath  hut  a  little  Beard; 

Rof.  Why  then  I’ll  ftay  the  Growth  of  his  Beard* 
if  thou  delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  Name. 

Ca.  It  is  then  young  Orlando ,  he  who  wounded 
yours  and  the  Fencer’s  Heart,  both  in  an  Inftant. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking?  Speak* 
fpeak. 

Ca,  I’faith,  Coufn,  ’tis  he* 

Rof.  Orlando! 

Ca.  Orlando. 

Rof.  Alas  the  Day,  what  fhall  I  do  with  thefe 
Breeches?  What  did  he  when  thou  faweft  him? 
What  faid  he  ?  How  looked  he  ?  Where  went  he  ? 
What  makes  he  here?  Did  he  ask  for  me ?  Where 
remains  he?  How  parted  he  with  thee?  And  when 
Ihalt  thou  fee  him  again?  Anfwer  me  in  one  Word. 

Ca.  You  muft  borrow  me  Garagantua’s  Mouth  firft^ 
?tis  a  Work  too  great  for  any  Mouth  of  this  Age’s 
Size ;  to  fay  at  once  aye  and  no  together,  to  be  ge¬ 
neral  and  particular  at  once,  is  beyond  my  Cate- 
chifm, 

Rof.  But  does  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Forelb* 
and  in  Mans  Apparel?  Looks  he  frefhly  as  he  did 
the  Day  he  fought  with  Charles  the  Fencer? 

Ca.  It  is  as  eafy  to  count  Atoms,  as  to  refolve  the 
Proportions  of  a  Lover;  but  take  a  Tafte  of  my 
finding  him,  and  relilh  it  with  good  Obfervance :  — 
I  found  him  under  an  Oak,  like  a  drop’d  Acorn. 

Rof.  It  may  well  be  called  Jove’s  Tree,  when 
it  drops  fuch  Fruit. 

Ca.  Give  m«  Audience,  good  Madam, 

Rof  Proceed. 

D  Ca. 
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Ca.  There  lay  he,  ftretch’d  along,  like  a  woun¬ 
ded  Knight. 

Rof.  Tho’  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  Sight,  it  well 
becomes  the  Ground, 

Ca.  Cry  Holla  to  thy  Tongue,  I  prithee,  it  cut- 
vets  unreafonably.  He  was  furnifh’d  like  a  Hun¬ 
ter. 

Rof.  Oh  ominous !  he  comes  to  kill  my  Heart, 

Ca.  I  would ding  my  Song  without  a  Burthen,  you 
put  me  out  of  Tune. 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am.  a  Woman?  What  f 
think  I  mu'ft  fpeak ;  Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaqlies. 

Ca.  You  put  me  out  ^  — * — *-  Soft ;  Gomes  he  not 
here  r 

Rof.  ’Tis  he,  let  us  fteal  by  and  note  him. 

Jaques.  I  thank  you  for  your  Company,  though, 
good  Faith,  I  had  as  lieve  been  alone. 

Orl.  And  lo  had  X,  but  yet  for  Fafliion  Sake,  I 
thank  you  too  for  your  Society. 

Jaques.  Good  b’w’you,  let’s  meet  as  little  as  w6 
can. 

Orl.  I  do  delire  we  may  be  better  Strangers. 

Jaques.  I  pray  ye  mar  no  more  Trees  with  Wrij 
ting  Love-Songs  in  their  Barks. 

Orl.  I  pray  you  mar  no  more  of  my  Yerfes  with 
reading  ’em  ill-favour’dly. 

Jaques.  Roj'alind  is  your  Love’s  Name. 

Orl.  Yes,  juft. 

Jaques.  I  do  not  like  her  Name. 

Orl.  There  was  no  Thought  of  plealing  you,  wheat 
Ihe  was  chriften’d. 

Jjques.  What  Stature  is  fhe  of? 

0,  l.  Juft  as  high  as  my  Heart :  But  why  are  you 
thus  curious?  You  who  are  an  obftinate  Heretick  in 
the  Defpight  of  Beauty,  and  the  whole  Female  World. 

Jaques . 
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Jaqne 5.  That  a  Woman  eonciev’4  me  I  thank  her  : 
That  fhe  brought  me  up  I  likewise  give  her  my 
moft  hearty  Thanks,  j  but  that  I  will  have  a  Reeheate 
winded  in  my  Forehead  all  Women  {hall  pardon  Tine : 
Becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  rthe  wrpng  to  miffruft 
any,  I  will  truft  none. 

OrL.  I  {hall  fee  thee  e’re  I  die  look  pale  with 
Love. 

Jaques.  With  Anger,  witb.Sicknefs,  or  with  Hun- 

fer,  not  with  Love  5  prove  that  ever  I  loofe  more 
lood  with  Love  than  I  {hall  get  again  with  a' Bottle, 
pick  out  my  Eyes  with  a  Ballad-maker’s  Pen,  ana 
hang  me  up  at  the  Door  of  a  Brothel-houfe  for  the 
.Sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

OrL  If  thou  mould’fl:  fall  from  this  Faith. 

Jaques.  If  I  do,  hang  mein  a  Bottle  like  a  Cat, 
-and  fhoot  at  me,  and  he  that  hits  me  let  him  be 
clap’d  on  the  Shoulder  and  c’allM  Adam. 

Orl.  In  Time  the  Savage  Bull  did  bear  the  Yoak. 
Jaques.  The  Savage  Bull  may,  but  if  ever  the 
lenfible  Jaques  does,  pluck  off  the  Bull’s  Horns  and 
fet  them  in  my  Forehead,  and  let  me  be  vilely 
painted,  and  in  fuch  great  Letters  as  they  write, 
Here  are  Horfes  to  be  let  •,  let  them  lignify  under 
any  Sign,  Here  liveth  Jaques  the  marry’d  Man. 

OrL  If  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  Quiver,  thou 
wou’t  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Jaques.  Hah !  what  have  we  here,  a  Wood  Nymph 
and  a  Shepherd,  thefe  Animals  are  not  of  our 
Growth  fure  ? 

OrL  By  their  Habits  and  Mien  you  need  not 
blufh  to  own  them  ;  Are  you  fure  they  are  human  ? 

Jaques.  Let  us  try  and  accoft  them,  however,  in 
human'Terms. 

Rof.  to  C&.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  faucy  Lac¬ 
quey,  and  under  that  Habit  play  the  Knave  with 
him  :  Do  you  hear,  Forefter  ? 

D  2  Jaques 
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[Jaques  talks  with  Cadia,  they  walk  in  another 
Glade  of  the  Foreft ,  while  the  Scene  continues 
between  Rofalind  and  Orlando. 

Orl.  Very  well - What  wou’d  you  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is  it  a  Clock  ? 

Orl  You.  fhou’d  ask  me  what  Time  o’the  Day, 
there  is  no  Clock  in  the  Foreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Foreft, 
Sighing  elfe  every  Minute,  and  Groaning  every 
Hour,  wou’d  deteit  the  lazy  Foot  of  Time  as  well 
as  a  Clock. 

Orl  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  Youth? 

RoJ.  With  the  Shepherdefs  you  faw  with  me,  my 
Sifter,  here  in  the  Skirts  of  the  Foreft,  like  Fringe 
upon  a  Petticoat. 

Orl.  Are  you  Native  of  this  Place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  Habit,  which  you  fee  dwells  where 
fhe  is  kindled. 

Orl.  Your  Accent  feems  to  be  fomething  finer 
than  you  cou’d  purchafe  in  fo  remoted  a  Dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many,  but  indeed  an 
old  religious  Uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak, 
who  was  in  his  Youth  an  Inland  Man,  one  that  knew 
Courtfhip  too  well,  for  there  he  fell  in  Love.  I 
have  heafd  him  read  many  Lectures  againft  it :  I 
thank  Heaven  I  am  not  a  Woman  to  be  touch’d 
with  fo  many  giddy.  Offences  as  he  hath  generally 
tax’d  the  whole  Sex  withal. 

OW.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal 
Evils  that  he  laid  to  the  Charge  of  Women? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all 
like  one  another  as  Half-pence  are  •,  every  Fault 
Teeming  monftrous,  till  the  Fellow  Fault  appear’d 
to  match  it. 

Orl.  I  prithee,  recount  fome  of  them. 

Rof.  No,  I  will  not  caft  away  my  Phyfick  but 
on  thofe  that  are  tick.  There  is  a  Man  haunts  this 
Foreft  that  abufes  our  young  Plants  with  carving 

Rofalind 
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Rofalind  on  their  Barks  •,  hangs  Odes  upon  Haw¬ 
thorns  i  and  Elegies  on  Brambles  •,  all,  forfooth. 
Deifying  the  Name  of  Rofalhid.  If  I  cou’d  meet 
that  Fancy-Monger,  I  wou’d  give  him  good  Coun- 
fel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quotidian  of  Love  up¬ 
on  him. 

Orl  I  am  he  fo  Love  ftiaken  *  I  pray  you  tell  me 
your  Remedy. 

Rof  There  are  none  of  my  Uncle’s  Marksupon 
you,  he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  Man  in  Love 
in  which  Cage  of  Rufoes  I  am  fore  you  are  no  Pri- 
loner. 

Orl  What  where  his  Marks? 

Rof.  AleanCheeck,  which  you  have  not  •,  a  blue 
Eye,  and  funk,  which  you  have  not  $  a  Beard  ne¬ 
glected,  which  you  have  not  *  but  I  pardon  you 
for  that,  for  fimply  your  having  no  Beard  is  a 
younger  Brother’s  Revenue  :  Then  your  Hole 
foou’d  be  ungarter’d,  your  Bonnet  unbanded,  your 
Sleeve  unbutton’d,  your  Shoe  unbuckled,  and  every 
Thing  about  you  aemonftrating  a  carelefs  Defola- 
tion :  But  3mu  are  no  fuch  Man,  you  are  rather 
Point  Device  in  your  Accoutrements,  as  loving 
yourfelf,  than  feeming  the  Lover  of  any  other. 

Orl  Fair  Youth,  I  wou’d  I  cou’d  make  thee  be¬ 
lieve  I  love. 

Rof  Me  believe  it?  You  may  as  fbon  make  her 
that  you  love  believe  it,  which  1  warrant  foe  is 
apter  to  do,  than  to  confeis  foe  does  j  that  is  one  of 
the  Points  in  which  Women  ftill  give  the  Lie  to 
their  Confciences.  But  in  good  footh,  are  you  he 
that  hangs  the  Verfes  on  the  Trees,  wherein  Rofa- 
Ihd  is  fo  much  admired  ? 

Orl  I  fwear  to  thee.  Youth,  by  the  white  Hand 
of  Rofalhid ,  I  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof  But  are  you  fo  much  in  Love,  as  your 
Rhymes  fpeak ; 

V  3  Orl 
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Orl.  Neither  Rhyme,  nor  Reafon  can  exprefs 
how  much. 

Rof.  Love  is  meerly  a  Madnefs,  and  I  tell  you, 
deferVes  as  Well  a  dark  Houfe,  and  a  Whip,  as  mad 
Men  do:  And  the  Reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  pu- 
nifhed  and  cured  is,  that  the  Lunacy  is  fo  general, 
that  the  Whippers  are  in  love  too:  Yet  I  profefs  du¬ 
ring  it  fyy  Counfel. 

CM.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 

Rdf.  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  Manner  :  He  was  to 
imagine  -  me  his  Love,  his  Miftrefs*, .  and  I  fet  him 
every  Day  to  woo  me.  At  which  Time  wou’d  I," 
being  but  aMooniih  Youth,  grieve,  he  Effeminate, 
changeable,  longing  and  liking,  proud,  fantaffical, 
apifh,  fhallow,  inconftant,  full  of  Tears,  full  of 
Smilds,  for  every  Paffion  fomething,  and  for  no 
Paffion  truly  any  thing,  as  Boys  and  Women  are 
for  the  moft  Part  Birds  of  this  Colour,:  Wou’d  now 
like  him,  now  loath  him,  then  entertain  him,  thei? 
forfwear  him  •,  now  weep  for  him,  then  fpit  at  him ; 
till  I  drove  this  Suitor  from  his  mad  Humour  of 
Love  to  a  living  Humour  of  Madnefs  •,  which  was 
to  forfwear  the  full  Stream  of  the  World,  and  to  live 
in, a  Nook  meerly  Monaftical :  And  thus  I  cured 
him,  and  this  Way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wafli 
your  Liver  as  clear  as  a  found  Sheep’s  Heart  j  that 
there-  fhall  not  be  one  Spot  of  Love  in  it. 

Orl.  I  wou’d  not.  be  cured,  Youth. 

Rdf.  I  wou’d  cure  you  if  you  wou’d  but  call  me 
Rofalind,  and  .corue  every  Day  to  my  Cave  and 


woo  me. 

Orl.  Now  by  the  Faith  of  my  Love  I  will,  tell 
jne  where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me,  and  I  will  fhow  it  you  *  and 
by  the  Way  you  fhall  tell  me  where  in  the  For  eft 
you  live.  —  Will  you  go  ? 

Orl.  With  all  my  Heart,  good  Youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalind. 

[ Exeunt  Orlando  and  Rofalind. 
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Jaques  and  Caelia  coming  forward. 

Ca.  A  Philofopher !  what  Sort  of  a  Play-thing  Is 
■that  > 

Jaques.  A  Tiling  that  very  oft  fets  up  for  Probi¬ 
ty  and  Wifdom  without  one  Ounce  of  either  $  -it  is 
generally  Selffufficient,  feldom  juft,  and  always 
Power,  more  abounding  in  Ill-nature  than  Know¬ 
ledge. 

Ca.  Oh,  Knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfe  than 
Jove  in  a  thatch’d  Houfe. 

Jaques.  Are  you  honeft  ? 

G 2.  If  I  had  any  Neighbours  you  might  ask 
them. 

Jaques.  I  hope  you  are  not. 

C&.  Why  fo,  wou’d  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Jaques.  No  truly,  unlefs  thou  wer’t  hard  favour’d, 
for  Honefty  coupled  with  Beauty  is  to  make  Honey 
Sauce  for  Sugar. 

Ck.  Them  you  allow  me  handfome  ? 

Jaques.  Deftrudtively  handfome !  I  fancy  too 
you  have  Underftanding  but  peradventure  my 
Head  takes  Inftructions  from  my  Heart,  for  that,  I 
feel  by  its  Palpitation,  gallops  away  in  your  Praife 
moft  dangeroufly. 

Ck.  You’ll  be  in  Love  if  you  do  not  take  good 
Heed,  Signior  Philofopher,  —  You  have  fome  Symp¬ 
toms,  have  you  not  ? 

Jaques.  I  doubt  fo  - - Yet  I  hope  not - When 

I  loan’d  my  Shoulder  againft  yours  to  read  Orlan¬ 
dos  Verfes,  I  caught  a  Tingling  ^  aye,  —  here  it  is 
ftill ;  and  creeps  every  Moment  more  and  more  in¬ 
to  my  Blood.  — — - 

C&.  Well, - be  a  faithful  Servant,  and  I  will 

life  you  kindly. 
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Jaques,  What  a  Bound  has  that  given  my  Spirits! 

Heark  ye,  will  you, - tell  Nobody  of  it  tho’ - • 

will  you  marry  me  ? 

Ca.  Oh,  you  begin  where  you  fhou’d  end,  my 
true  Knight  ;  two  Years  hence,  after  many  Sen* 
vices  and  various  Adventures,  it  will  be  Time  e- 
aough,  fure,  to  ask  that  iblemn  Queftion. 

Jaques.  Two  Years!  What?  How?  Muft  I  then, 
muft  I  work  in  the  Galleys  two  whole  Years  ? 

Ca.  In  the  Galleys,  heyday - -  You  wicked 

Thing  •,  you’re  a  Suitor  indeed,  Ha,  ha,  — - — 

Jaques.  Well,  then  I  will  flatter  thee  like  thv 
Glafs. 

Ca.  Truth,  good  found  Truth,  is  Food  fubftantial 
enough  for  my  Pride. 

Jaques.  Thou  fhalt  be  as  humourous  as  thy  fick 
Dog,  thy  Paihons  fhall  have  no  other  Matters  than 
thy  Defires  $  thy - 

Ca.  Hold,  hold,  you  are  Railing  on  me,  while 
you  intend  to  praife  me  ;  indeed  you  do  not  make 
Love,  but  fuffer  it,  it  feems,  to  be  in  Spight  of 
your  Will. 

Jaques.  Wou’d  it  were  in  Spight  of  my  Heart  too; 
but  that  is  a  Renegade,  and  has  left  its  Matter. 

Ca.  Well  faid,  ligh  a  little;  you’ll  fbon  trot  eafy 
in  your  Harnefs. 

Jaques.  But  as  I  faid  before  —  will  you  - - ’tis; 

a  hard  Word,  but  will  you  marry  me  ? 

Ca.  Two  Years  hence,  if  my  Brother  Gajiymede 
contents,  for  without  his  Content  I  am  {worn  not 
to  convey  myfelf  away  ;  if  your  Inclinations  are 
the  fame,  and  mine  alter,  —  why  then  we  will  talk 
this  Matter  over  once  again. 

Jaques.  I  will  ask  your  Brother’s  Content, 

Ca.  That  you  may,  and  have  an  Anfwer,  depend 
upon  it ;  but  now  you  have  put  me  in  Mind  that  I 
have,  mifs’d  him  too  long,  that  Way  I  think  he 
’Wept  A  ~ 


•A^ieu* 


L hxit  cauia, 
Jaques% 
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Jaques.  Fare  you  well,  Lady - I  am  a  Turk, 

an  errant  Milcreant,  if  I  am  not  in  Love,  horribly^ 
ftrangely  in  Love !  what !  to  have  my  Spirits  caught 
at  laft  by  a  Pair.of  bugle  Eyeballs,  and  a  Cheek  of 

Cream -  I  fhall  be  the  Jeft  of  the  World,  J 

fhall  have  Quirk  and  Witticifms  broke  on  me  innu¬ 
merable,  —  Becaufe  I  have  railed  on  Marriage :  — - 

Why  - Appetites  alter,  and  one  may  love  in  his 

Age,  I  hope,  what  he  cou’d  not  endure  in  his  Youth. 
And  yet  if  a  Man  were  of  a  fearful  Heart,  he  might 
ftagger  a  little  in  this  Attempt  ^  and  wou’d  my  Mi- 
ftrefs  marry  me,  which  bears  a  Queftion  likewife, 
we  have  here  no  Temple  but  the  Wood,  no  AiTem- 

bly  but  horned  Beafts,  - - Horns, - Aye,  they 

may  be  a  Wife’s  Dowry,  ’tis  plain  they  can  not  be  a 
Man’s  own  getting-, -  And  yet  the  nobleft  mar¬ 

ried  Man  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  Rafcal  j  —  Is  a 
Batchelor,  therefore,  more  honourable  than  a  Hus¬ 
band  ?  —  No,  as  a  walled  Town  is  worthier  than  a 
Village,  by  fo  much  is  the  armed  Forehead  of  a  mar¬ 
ried  Man  more  honourable  than  the  bare  Brow  of  a 

Batchelor.  -  Surely  this  Wound  is  not  very 

dangerous  that  I  can  tickle  myfelf  thus  with  fcratch- 

ing  it :  - I  do  not  know  how  it  is, - I  am 

in  a  filly  Way, - Well  ■  — ■  ■-  Well  — — —  We 

are  all  Babies,  and  cry  ourfelves  fick  for  Play-things 
that  we  throw  away  the  Moment  after  we  have 
them, 

[_  Exit  Jaques. 

Re-enter  Cadia  and  Rofalind 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  Yefterday,  and  had  muck 
Queftion  with  him,  he  asked  me  of  what  Parentage 
I  was,  I  told  him  of  as  good  as  he,  fo  he  laugh’d  and 
let  me  go:  But  what  talk  we  of  Fathers  when  there 
is  fuch  a  Manas  Orlando. 

Gs.  But 
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Ca.  But  as  I  was  faying,  Coz,  this  Bluntnefs  of 
jfaques  becomes  him,  it  is  to  unafie&ed  ^  I  think 
my  Heart  does  incline  a  little  to  the  Philofopher. 

Rof.  Then  Orlando's  Hair  ^  aye,  his  Hair  is  of 
the  ditfembling  Colour. 

G&.  Then  Jaquess  Love  looks  a  little  awkward  $ 
it  does  not  fit  lb  eafy  on  him  ^  but  his  Words  are  full 
of  Sincerity. 

Rof.  No  faith,  his  Hair  is  of’  a  good  Colour. 

C&.  I  think  he  has  got  an  Inch  or  two  into  my 
Heart, 

Rof  Ah  me!  I  am  fifty  Fathom  deep  in  Love, 
3-  fhall  never  recover  it. 

C&.  •  Lord,  you  can  think  of  nothing  but  Orlando ^ 
but  now  I  beg,  I  petition  for  a  Word  or  two  in  Bo- 
half  of  my  Servant  Senior  Jaques. 

Rof.  Orlando  fwore  he  wou’d  come  again  prefent- 
ly,  is  he  not  a  true  Lover,  think  you  ? 

C&.  As  hollow  as  a  cover’d  Goblet,  or  a  Worm- 
eaten  Nut. 

Rof  Yet  he  fwore  ne  was  true. 

C<*.  Aye,  fo  they  do  all,  but  they  tell  us,  Coufin, 
and  I  tremble  to  think  of  it,  that  the  Oath  of  a  Lo¬ 
ver  is  not  to  be  depended  on  •,  but  our  Lovers  are 
Courtiers  too,  and  attend  here  on  the  Duke  your  Fa*- 
ther,  in  this  Foreft :  Now  as  Courtiers  they  have  a 
certain  Right  to  Promife-breaking. 

Rof.  No  Matter,  Orlando  is  not,  can  not,  will 
Aot,  Ihail  not  be  falfe. 

C&.  Oh  he  is  a  brave  Man,  writes  brave  Yerfes, 
fpeaks  brave  Words,  fwears  brave  Oaths,  and  not- 
withftanding  your  Refolution,  Madamoifelle,  he 
may  break  them  as  bravely.  But  what  fay  you  to 
Senior  Jaques,  once  again?  Will  he  make  a  good 
Hufband  ? 

Rof.  Aye,  -a  good  Workyday  Hufband  •  you  muff 
have  another  for  Sundays,  but  indeed  your  wife 
Fools  make  the  belt  Lovers,  ’tis  your - impe¬ 

netrable 
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netrable  Block  only,  that  is  ungovernable  •,  thro’  the 
Head  of  a  wife  Man  there  is  a  beaten  Path  to  his 
Heart,  that  every  Woman  knows. 

Cs.  But  your  Advice,  your  Advice. 

1 lof.  Alas,  thou  knoweft  I  am  fick  of  thy  Diflem- 
per,  and  I  muft  find  a  Cure  for  my  own  Malady  be¬ 
fore  I  prefume  to  prefcribe  to  thine.  f^Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Third  ACT. 


The 
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The  Fourth  ACT. 


Jaques  and  Rofaiind. 

J aqnes.  T  Come,  young  Shepherd,  in  the  Name 
i  of  that  wimpled,  whining,  purblind, 
wayward  Boy-,  Regent  ofRhiming,  Lord  of  folded 
Arms,  anointed  Soveriegn  of  Sighs  and  Groans, 
Don  Cnpid  —  /  — — - - 

Rof.  Say  you  fo!  Sir,  Moniieur  Jaques  himfelf! 
is  he  inlifted  in  this  blind  Prince’s  Regiment  of  figh- 
ing  Ideots. 

Jaques.  Aye  —  I  wear  his  Colours,  I  love,  I  fue, 
1  ask  a  Wife^  prithee  do  not  laugh  at  me,  aye,  I 
wou’d  have  a  Woman  —  A  Thing  that  is  like  a  Ger¬ 
man  Clock,  always  repairing  -  Ever  out  of 

Tune - —  Yes  I  am  ftiot  —  Thumpt  with  the 

Boy’s  Bird-bolt  under  the  Left  Pap —  ’Faith. - 

Will  you  grant  my  Petition  ? 

Rof.  What !  do  all  the  Fools  in  Love’s  Hofpital 
take  me  for  their  Phyfitiani* 

Jaques.  I,  that  have  been  Love’s  Whip  -,  —  a  ve¬ 
ry  Beadle  to  a  humourous  Sigh. 

Rof.  But  who  are  you  in  Love  with  ? 

J agues.  A  Woman,  I  tell  you  —  A  whitely  Wan¬ 
ton  with  a  Velvet  Brow,  with  two  Pitch  Balls  ftuck 
an  her  Face  for  Eyes. - I  pray,  I  wifh,  I  inter¬ 

red,  I  petition,  will  you  give  me  your  Confent, 
aye,  or  no.  - 

Rof.  Who  is  fhe  ? 


Jaques. 
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Jaques.  Don’t  you  fee  her  in  my  Face  >  Is  not 
her  Name  in  my  Forehead  already? 

Rof.  No  really,  as  yet  I  think  you  have  a  ftnooth 
Brow,  -  her  Name,  her  Name ! 

Jaques.  The  Lady,  your  Sifter,  Aliena  I  think  yon 
call  her,  the  Gentlewoman  your  Companion  and 
Friend. 

Rof.  With  her!  why  you  are  utterly  undone,  {he 
5s  as  wild  as  a  Feather,  with  an  Underftanding  as 
perverfe  as  a  Fool’s  Jeft,  or  a  Child’s  Wifh,  Ha, 
ha,  —  how  awkwardly  it  fits  Upon  thee  —  Is  it  then 
poffible  that  thy  folemn  Gravity  fhou’d  relax  into 
Wantonnefs  £t  laft  ? 

Jaques.  Aye!  lo  it  is,  I  do  worfhip,  yes  I  fall 
down,  I  am  touch’d  in  the  Liver  Vein  it Teems,  and 
have  learn’d  the  Trick  to  turn  a  Green-Goofe  into 
a  Deity  —  flat  Idolatry !  —  Heaven  mend  me,  I  am 
much  out  o’the  Way. 

Rof.  Aye,  go  thy  Ways,  and  fcourge  thy  felf 
with  thy  own  Difcipline  till  thy  Shoulders  bleed,  it 
is  not  my  Bufinefs  to  injoin  thee  a  Penance. 

Jaques.  Why  then  give  me  your  Confent  to  be  re¬ 
veng’d  on  me  for  my  Impertinence  - - Can  yoG 

pumfh  me  more  ? 

Rof.  Why,  Man,  thy  Sins,  tho’  they  may  be  ma¬ 
ny  and  great,  have  hardly  merited  this  Caftigation  j 
if  you  die  of  this  Folly,  you  fhall  have  a  Stake 
thruft  thro’  you,  and  be  bury’d  in  the  Highway. 

Jaques.  I  have  a  Stake  thro’  me  —  Here  it  is  — 
Shall  I  have  your  Confent  ? 

Rof.  Never,  St.  Cupid  be  my  Witnefs,  never. 


Jaques.  Your  Reafon  ? 

Rof.  You  are  fo  rough,  it  will  be  impoffible  to 
polifh  you  into  a  modern  Hufband. 

Jaques.  Why  fo  ? 

Rof.  Can  that  inflexible  proud  Heart  of  thine 
bend  and  be  nealed  into  a  commode,  paflive,  obe¬ 
dient,  neceftary,  blind,  credulous  Convenience 

calia 
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call’d  a  Hufband  ?  Why  you  rattle  your  Chains  al¬ 
ready  like  a  raving  Lunatic  ^  what  will  you  da, 
grave  Sir,  when  yon  are  {hut  up  arid  fhaved  > 

Jaques.  Do,  thruft  thy  Wit  thro'  and  thro’ me, 
cut  me  to  Pieces  with  Satyr,  I  am  an  Afs  to  fet  up 
for  a  Lover,  I  confefs  my  fell  a  very  Afs  in  Har- 
nefs  ■  :  —  I  have  riot  one  Taffety  Phrafe,  not  a 

iSilken  Syllable  — — —  Well,  Sir,  you  mean  me 
-well,  I  thank  yqu,  I  will  try  to  recover  my  Liber¬ 
ty,  I  will  endeavour  — — ■  If  J  am  cured,  and  ever 

catch  the  Plague  ,av  my  Eyes  again - Fare,  you 

yvell,  [Exit  Jaques. 

Rof.  This  Fellow’s  Reafon  has  "brought  an  Action 
3ga  jnft  his  Love  ^  bpt  it  will  go  for  the  Defendant  I 
fee  — - Heigh  ho,  fo  it  muft  he* 

Enter- Orlando  and  Caftig. 

Orl.  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  with  all  the  Speed 
I  cou’d,  and  within  an  Hour  of  my  Promife,  as 
your  fair  Sifter  here  will  witnefs. 

Rof.  Break  an  Hour’s  Promife  in  Love  ?  *  He  that 
will  divide  a  JMinute  into  a  t-houfand  Parts,  and 
break  but  one  Part  of  the  thoufandth  Part  of  a  Mi¬ 
nute  in  the  Affairs  of  Love,  it  may  be-faid  of  him, 
that  Cupid  hath  clap’d  him  o’the  Shoulder  j  but  1  will 
Warrant  him  Heart  whole. 

Orl.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in 
my  Sight,  I  had  as  lieve  be  woo’d  of  a  Snale. 

Orl.  Of  a  Snail ! 

Rof.  Aye,  of  a  Snail ;  for  tho’  he  comes  flowl]r, 
Jie  carries  his  Houfe  on  his  Head  ^  a  better  Jointure 
I  think  than  you  can  make  a  Woman  ,  befides,  he 
brings  his  Deftiny  with  him. 

Orl.  What’s  that  ? 


Rof 
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Hof.  "Why  Horns  which  fuah  as  you  are  fain  to 
be  beholden  to  your  Wives  for  *  but  he  comes  arn> 
ed  ip  his  Forehead)  and  prevents  the  Slander  pf  his 
Wife,. 

Orl.  My  Rofalind  is  virtuous. 

Rof.  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 

Ca.  It  pleafes  -.him  to  call  you  foy  but  he  hath  4 
Rofalind  of  a  better  Leer  than  you. 

Rof  Come  woo  01^  Woo  me,  for  now  I  am  in 
a  Holyday  Humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent j 
Am  not  I  your  Rofalind? 

Orl.  I  take  fome  Joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  X 
Wou’d  be  talking-  of  her. 

Rof.  Well,  in  her  Perfon,  X  fay  I  will  not  have 
you. 

Orl.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this 
Mind,  for  I  proteft,  her  Frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof.  By  this  Hand  it  wi]l  not  kill  a  Flie ;  but 
come,  now  I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  com¬ 
ing  Difpofition,  and  ask  what  you  will,  I  will  grant 
it. 

Orl.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  Fridays ,  and  Saturdays^ 
and  all. 

Orl.  And  wiit  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof.  Aye,  and  twenty  fuch.  Come  then,  Sifter, 
you  ihall  be  the  Prieft  and  marry  us.  Give  me 
your  Hand,  Orlando  $  What  do  you  fay,  Sifter  ? 

Orl.  Prithee  marry  us. 

Ca.  I  cannot  fay  the  Words. 

Rof.  You  muft  begin,  Will  you  Orlando  —  -  - 

Ca.  Well  then.  Will  you  Orlando  have  to  Wife 
this  Rofalind ? 

Orl.  I  will. 
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Rof.  Say  a  Day,  without  the  ever  5  No,  iio,  Or* 
landoy  Men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December 
when  they  are  married  *  Maids  are  May  when  they 
are  Maids,  but  the  Sky  changes  when  they  are 
Wives  ;  I  will  be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barba¬ 
ry  Cock-Pidgeon  over  his  Hen,  rrfore  ckrflorous  than 
h  Parrot  againft  Rain,  more  new  fangled  than  an 
Ape,  more  giddy  in  my  Defires -than  a  Monkeys 
when  you  are  difpoled  to  be  merry,  I  will  weep  for 
nothing,  weep  like  Diana  in  the  Fountain;  and 
when  you  are  lad,  I  will  laugh  like  the  Hy&va>  and 
that  too  when  you  are  inclined  to  Sleep. 

Orl.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo? 

Rof.  By  my  Life  {he  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orl.  Oh  but  {he  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  elfe  {he  cou’d  not  have  the  Wit  to  do  this, 
the  wifer  the  waywarder,  make  the  Doors  faft  upon 
‘■a  Woman’s  Wit  and  it  will  out  at  the  Cafement; 
lhut  that,  and  ’twill  away  through  the  Key-hole* 
flop  that  too,  and  it  will  fly  with  the  Smoak  up  the 
Chimney. 

Orl.  But  will  you,  when  you '{hall  fee  my  fweet, 
my- dear  Rofalind ,  will  you  be  my  Voucher  that 
{he  ought  to  give  Credit  to  my  Oaths,  will  you  tell 
her  you  know,  and  are  a  Withefs  to  the  Sincerity 
and  Ardour  of  my  Love. 

Rof.  Oh  no  - - I  will  tell  her  no  fuch  Thing, 

too  well  I  know  what  Sort  of  Faith  we  Men  to  Wo¬ 
men  owe,  my  Father  had  a  Daughter  lov’d  a  Man ; 
as  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  Woman,  I  might 
love  you. 

Orl.  And  what  is  her  Hiftory  ? 

Rof.  A  Blank,  {he  never  told  her  Love,  but  let 
Concealment,  like  a  Worm  i’th  Bud,  feed  on  her 
Damask  Cheeky  file  pined  in  Thought;  and  with  a 
green  and  yellow  Melancholly,  fhe  fat  like  Patience 
on  a  Monument,  finding  at  Grief 


Orl 
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Or?.  Alafs,  poor  Maid - Well,  my  dear  Ro~ 

falind ,  for  thefe  two  Hours  I  will  leave  thee. 

Rof  Alals,  dear  Love,  I  cannot  be  without  thee 
two  Hours. 

Orl.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  Dinner  $  by  two  a 
Clock  I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  Aye,  go  your  Ways,  go  your  Ways,  I  knew 
what  you  wou’d  prove,  my  Friends  told  me  as  much, 
and  I  thought  no  lefs,  that  flattering  Tongue  of 
yours  won  me  ^  ’tis  but  one  caft  away,  and  lo  come 
Death :  Two  o’the  Clock  is  your  Hour. 

Orl.  Aye,  my  Iweet  Rofalind . 

Rof  By  my  Troth,  and  in  good  earneflr,  and  fo 
Heav’n  mend  me  $  and  by  all  pretty  Oaths  that  are 
not  dangerous,  if  you  break  one  Jot  of  your  Pro- 
mife,  or  come  one  Minute  behind  your  Hour,  I 
will  think  you  the  moft  pathetical  Break-Promile, 
and  the  moft  hollow  Lover,  and  the  moft  unworthy 
of  her  you  call  Rofalind ,  that  may  be  chofen  out  of 
the  grofs  Band  of  the  unfaithful  •,  therefore  beware 
jny  Cenfure  and  keep  your  Promife. 

Orl.  With  no  lefs  Religion,  than  if  thou  wer’t  in¬ 
deed  my  Rofalind  —  fo  Adieu. 

Rof.  Well — Time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  exa¬ 
mines  all  fuch  Offenders,  and  let  Time  try  Adieu. 

{ Exit  Orlando. 


Cselia  <ind  Rofalind. 


C*.  You  have  mifus’d  our  Sex  in  your  Love- 
Prate. 

Rof  Oh  Coz,  Coz,  Coz — my  pretty  little  Coz— 
How  many  Fathom  deep  are  we  two  in  Love  ?  Our 
Affedions  have  an  unknown  Bottom,  like  the  Bay 
of  Portugal. 

Ca.  I  wilh  they  are  not  rather  Bottomlefs - 

that  as  fall  as  we  pour  Affedions  in  they  run  out 


again. 


Rof  No, 
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Rof,  No,  that  fame  wicked  Baftard  of  Venus,  that 
was  begot  of  Thought,  conceiv’d  of  Spleen,  and  born 
of  Madnefs  that  blind  Rafcally  Boy  that  abufes 
every  Body’s  Eyes  becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  hint 
be  Judge  how  deep  I  am  in  Love  —  I  will  tell  thee, 
Aliena ,  I  cannot  live  out  of  the  Sight  .of  Orlando  3 
J’ll  go  find  a  Shadow,  and  Sigh  till  he  returns. 

C&.  And  I  will  go  fleep,  fleep  peaceably,  if  Ja 
ques,  alafs,  does  not  break  in  upon  my  Slumbers. 

[ Exeunt . 


Amiens,  Lords,  and  Forefierst 

Amiens.  "Which  is  he  that  killed  the  Deer  ?• 

Lord .  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Amiens.  We  will  prefent  him  to  the.  Duke  like  a 
Roman  Conqueror,  and  it  wou’d  do  well  to  fet  the 
Deer’s.  Homs  upon  his. Head  for  a  Branch  of  Vidto* 
ry :  Have  you  no  Song,  Forefter,  for  this  Purpofe  3 
Forejier.  Yes,  Sir. 

Amiens.  Sing.it,  ’tis  no  Matter  how  it  is  in  Tune, 
fo  it  makes  Noife  enough. 

Forejier  fags. 

What  fh all  he  have  that  kill'd  the  Deer  ? 

His  leathern  Skin ,  and  Horns  to  wear  : 

Then  Jing.bim  Home , 

Sing  him  Home.  [the  Burthen  by  all,  3 

Take  thou  no  Scorn ,  to  wear  the  Horn , 

It  was  a  Cr eft  e'er  thou  wer  thorn1. 

Thy  Father  s  Father  wore  it. 

And  thy  Father  bore  it. 

The  Horn ,  the  Horn ,  the  lujly  Horn , 

Is  not  a  Thing  Jo  laugh  to  Scorn  : 

Then  fag  him  Home,  fag  him  Home ,  [Exeunt. 
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Rofalind  and  Cslia. 

’Rof.  And  yet  we  bear  nothing  of  Orlando 
How  fay  you.  is  it  not  paft  two  a  Clock  t* 

C<&.  I  warrant  thee  he  will .  come  with  a  pure 
Heart  and  a  troubled  Brain. 

Enter  Robert  du  Bois. 

Rob.  Good  Sir,  one  Word!  I  pray  you,  do  you 
know 

Where  ip  the  Purlieus  of  this  Foreft  hands 
A  Sheepcote  fenced  about  with  Olive  Trees  ? 

Ca.  weft  of  this  Place  down  in  the  Neighbour 
Bottom, 

The  Rank  of  Oilers  by  the  murmuring  Stream, 

Left  on  the  Right  Hand,  brings  you. to  the  Place.*. 
But  at  this  Hour  the  Houfe  doth  keep  itfelf, 

There’s  none  within. 

Rob.  I  think  I  know  you  both  by  your  Defcription, 
Such  Garments,  and  fiich  Years  *  the  Boy  is  fair. 

Of  Female  Favour,  and  befto ws  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter :  But  the  Woman 
Browner  than  her  Brother.  Are  not  you 
The  Owners  of  the  Houfe  I  did  inquire  for  ? 

C&.  We  are. 

Rob.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both, 
And  to  that  Youth  he  calls' his  Rofalind 
He  fends  this  bloody  Handkerchief:  Are  you  he? 
Rof.  I  am!  What  muft  we  underftand  by  this? 
Rob.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from 

..  3rou>  . 

He  left  a  Promife  to  return  again 

Within  an  Hour*  and  pacing  thro’  the  Foreft, 

Chewing  the  Food  offweet  and  bitter  Fancy, 

Lo  whatbe'fel !  he  threw  his  Eye  alide, 

And  mark  what  Objedt  did  pre lent  itfelf, 
x  E  2 
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Under  an  old  Oak,  whofe  Boughs  were  mofs’d  with 
Age, 

And  high  Top  bald  with  dry  Antiquit}’' : 

A  wretched  Man,  o’erpower’d  with  Sleep  and  Travel, 
Lay  on  his  Back,  around  his  naked  Neck 
A  green  and  gilded  Snake  had  wreath’d  itfel£ 

And  with  indented  Glides  did  flip  away 
Into  a  Bufh,  under  whofe  gloomy  Shade 
A  Lionefs,  with  Udders,  all  drawn  dry, 

Lay  couching  Head  on  Ground,  with  Cat-like  watch 
When  that  the  Beeping  Man  fhou’d  ftir ;  fbr  his 
The  Royal  Difpofition  of  that  Beaft 
To  prey  on  nothing  that  does  feem  as  dead  j 
This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  Man, 

And  found  it  was  his  Brother,  his  youngeft  Brother, 
Ca.  Oh !  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame 
Brother 

With  much  Concern,  and  natural  Tender nefs. 

As  left  behind  under  the  cruel  Guardianlhip 
Of  his  moft  cruel  eldeft  Brother  Oliver. 

Rof.  But  to  Orlando ,  did  he  leave  him  there 
Fopd  to  the  fuck’d  and  hungry  Lionefs  ? 

Rob.  No,  he  gave  Battle  to  the  furious  Beaft, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  :  In  the  Hurley, 

From  miferable  Slumber  I  awoke, 

Ca.  Are  you  his  Brother  ? 

Rof.  Was  it  you  he  refcued? 

Ca.  We  give  you  Joy,  your  Brother’s  Noble  Spirit 
Appears  in  every  Adtion  of  his  Life. 

Rof  Oh !  my  Heart  beats  j - —  but,  Sir,  the 

bloody  Handkerchief? 

.  Rob.  By  and  by - 

When  from  the  firft  to  lait  between  us  two 
Tears  our  Recountments  had  moft  kihdly  bathed. 
As  how  I  came  into  that  Defart  Place, 

He  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  Cave, 

There  ftripped  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  Arm 
The  Lionefs  had  torn  fome  Flefh  away, 


Which, 


Love  in  a  For  eft.  ^ 

Which  all  this  while  had  bled  •,  and  now  he  fainted, 
And  cry’d  in  fainting  upoil  Rofalind. 

Brief,  I  recover’d  him,  bound  up  his  Wound, 

When  after  fome  fmall  Space  being  ftrong  at  Heart, 
&e  fent  me  hither.  Stranger  as  I  am, 

To  tell  this  Story,  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  Promife,  and  to  give  this  Handkerchief, 
Dy’d  in  his  Blood,  unto  the  Shepherd-Youth 
That  he  in  Sport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

[Rof  fwoons  into  Cilia’s  Arms . 

Ge.  Why  how  now,  Ganymede ,  fweet  Ganymede  ! 

Rob.  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  but  look  on 
Blood. 

Ca.  There  is  no  more  in  it :  Brother  Ganymede  t 

Rob.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Ca.  I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  Arm. 

Rob.  Be  of  good  Cheer,  Youth  * —  You  a  Man! 
You  lack  a  Man’s  Heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it*,  —  Ah!  —  A  fiody 
wou’d  think  this  was  well  counterfeited :  I  pray 
you  tell  your  Brother  how  well  I  counterfeited : 
Heigh-ho  * — — 

Ca.  Came  you,  Sir,  from  the  Court  of  Frederick 
diredly. 

Rob.  From  thence  exprefly  to  the  banifh’d  Duke* 
And  partly,  too,  to  bring  Orlando  News 
Of  our  unnatural  elder  Brother’s  Death, 

And  of  his  Lands  and  antient  Patrimony 
Defcended  to  him  by  this  Accident. 

Rof.  What  Accident,  I  pray  you  ? 

Rob.  He  died  convided  of  moft  foul  Defigns, 

And  Charles  confefs’d,  with  his  laft  dying  Breath, 
The  Fencer,  Charles ,  whom  he  in  Angle  Combat 
Subdued,  confefs’d,  that  Oliver  pradfis’d  with  him  $ 
He  was  fuborn’d  by  Oliver  to  impeach 

Orlando  as  a  Traitor. - Frederick 

Refolv’d  to  punilh  him  j  but  he  prevented, 

E  3  With 
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With  a  defpairing  Hand,  the  Sword  of  Juftice* 

And  fell  a  Martyr  to  his  own  Mifdoings. 

Ge.  We  hide  our  Deeds  from  Heav’n,  as  Chil¬ 
dren  do 

Their  Eyes  from  Daylight,  and  becaufe  wet  fee 
not. 

Believe  we  walk  unfeen. 

Rof.  Come,  Sir,  this  Story  feeds  your  Melancholly, 
You  fhall  retire  and  take  within  our  Cottage 
What  fmall  Refrefhment  there  you’ll  find. 

Rob.  I  pray  you  firft  inform  me,  gentle  Sir, 
Where  in  the  Confines  of'  this  Foreft  dwells 
Our  good  Alberto ,  with  his  hanifh’d  Nobles, 

I  have  fame  Bufinefs  there,  offuch  Import, 

No  Minutes  fhou’d  be  loft. 

Rof.  — — - *  Then  but  a  Minute, 

And  we’ll  conduit  you  to  the  good  Duke’s  Cave. 
Rob.  I  thank  you,  and  will  follow. 

Rof  ■  This  Way,  Sir,  - Wee  will  attend  you. 

[_  Exeunt* 


Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Orl.  As  yet  your  Fever  does  not  intermit,  bu£ 
what  will  become  of  you  in  the  cold  Fit. 

Jaques.  I  fhall  take  the  Jefuit’s  Bark  of  Matri¬ 
mony. 

Orl.  A  Specifick. 

Jaques.  I  have  had  much  Buftle  with  my  Heart  to 
little  Purpofe  j  prithee  ask  him,  this  Ganymede,  thou 
haft  an  Intereft  there,  ask  his  Confent,  the  Woman 
has  agreed  - - -  We  want  his  Approbation  only. 

Orl.  And  you  perfift  — - 

Jaques.  I  will  die  a  Martyr  to  my  Folly. 

Orl.  Enough,  I  will  engage  your  Brother  Gany* 
mede,  and  your  Wedding  lhall  be  to  Morrow  \  thi¬ 
ther  will  I  invite  the  Duke  and  all  his  contented 

Followers, 
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Followers,  go  you  and  prepare  Alieva,  for  look 
you  here  comes  my  Rofalind.  [  Exit  Jaques, 

Enter  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Oh  my  dear  Orlando ,  how  it  grieves  me  to 
fee  thee  wear  thy  Arm  in  a  Scarfe.  Did  your  Bro¬ 
ther  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  Fainting,  when  he 
fhewed  me  the  Handkerchief. 

Orl.  Aye,  and  greater  Wonders  than  that : .  But 
I  have  engaged  you  to  confent  that  your  Sifter,  and 
Senior  Jaques  may  have  Leave  legally  to  go  to  Bed 
together. 

Rof.  Aliena  has  my  Approbation*,  in  a  Word, 
the  good  People  are  in  the  very  Wrath  of  Love  and 
they  v/ill  together  whether  I  will  or  no,  Clubs  can¬ 
not  part  ’em - 

Orl .  They  fhall  be  marry’ d  to  Morrow,  and  I 
Will  bid  the  Duke  to  their  Nuptials.  But  oh  how 
bitter  a  Thing  it  is  to  look  into  Happineis  through 
another  Man’s  Eyes;  by  fo  much  the  more  fhall  1  to 
Morrow  be  the  heavier  in  my  Heart,  by  how  much 
I  fhall  think  my  Friend  Jaques  happy,  in  having 
what  he  withes  for. 

Rof  Why  then,  to  Morrow,  I  cannot  ferve  your 
Turn  for  Rofalind.. 

Orl.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof  Know  then  that  fince  I  was  feven  Years  old 
I  have  converfed  with  a  Magitian,  moft  profound  in 
his  Art  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Ao- 
falind ,  and  fo  near  the  Heart  as  you  fay,  when 
Jaques  marries  Aliena ,  you  fhall  marry  her  $  I 
know  into  what  Streights  of  Fortune  the  is  driven, 
and  it  is  not  impoftible  to  me,  if  it  is  not  inconve¬ 
nient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  Eyes  to  Mor¬ 
row  ^  human  as  fhe  is  and  without  any  Danger. 

Orl.  Speakeft  thou  in  fober  Meaning? 

E  4  Rof 
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Rof By  my  Life  I  do,  which  I  tender  dearly, 
tho’  I  fay  I  am  a  Magitian  *  therefore  put  on  youfi 
bell  Looks,  for  if  you  will  be  married  to  Morrow 
you  {hall,  and  to  Rofalind  if  you  will.  Look  ye, 
here  comes  another  Pair  of  Lovers,  even  the  capti- 
Vated  Jaques ,  and  his  Conquerour. 

Enter  Jaques  and  Caelia. 

C<st.  Good  Shepherd,  tell  us  what  it  is  to  Lotx? 

Rof.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Sighs  and  Tears. 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  Fantafy, 

All  made  of  Paffion,  and  all  made  of  Wifhes. 

All  Adoration,  Duty,  and  Obfervance. 

Jaques.  And  fo  am  I  for  Aliena. 

C&.  And  I  for  Jaques. 

Orl.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  Woman.  Pray  you  no  more  of 
this,  ’tis  like  the  howling  of  Wolves  againft  the 
Moon,  to  Morrow  you  agree  to  meet  me,  all  toge¬ 
ther,  before  the  Duke  ^  if  he  will  give  his  Approba¬ 
tion,  yon  fhall  be  marry’d  to  Morrow  •,  I  will  con¬ 
tent  you,  Orlando ,  if  what  pleafes  you  contents 
you,  and  you  fhall  be  marry’d  to  Morrow*,  as  you 
love  Rofalind ,  meet,  as  you  love  C&liay  meet,  as 
you  love  Jaques ,  meet,  and  as  I  love  no  Woman  I 
will  meet.  So  fare  you  well,  I  have  left  you  my 
Commands. 

C&.  I  will  not  fail,  if!  live. 

Jaques.  Nor  I. 

Orl.  Nor  I. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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The  Fifth  ACT. 

Duke  Alberto,  Amiens,  Jaques,  Orlando,  Gelia.1 

Duke. TpvOeft  thou  believe,  Orlando ,  that  the  Boy, 
Jl-J  This  little,  prating,  buify  Ganymede , 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed. 

Orl.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do 
not. 


Enter  Rofalind. 

Rof  Patience  once  more,  while  our  Compact  is 
urged,. 

You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind  [to  ^ e  Duke. 
You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here. 

Duke .  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give  with 
her. 

Rof.  And  you  fa}’’,  you  will  have  her  when  I 
bring  her. 

Orl.  That  wou’d  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King:, 
Tho’  to  have  her  and  Death  were  equal  both. 

Rof.  Well !  I  engage  to  make  thefe  Matters  even. 
Keep  you  your  Word,  ODuke,  to  give  your  Daugh¬ 
ter  •, 

You  yours,  Orlando ,  to  recieve  his  Daughter  ; 
Keep  j’-ou  your  Word  that  you  will  marry  Jaques , 
And  you,  that  you,  with  Tranfport,  will  recieve  her  •, 
And  hence  I  go  to  make  thefe  Doubts  all  even 
In  half  the  Circle  but  of  fixty  Minutes.  [  Exit  Rof. 

f  and  Caelia. 
Duke. 
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Duke.  I  do  remember  in  this  Sheepherd  Boy, 
Some  lively  Touches  of  my  Daughter’s  Favour. 

Orl.  My  Liege,  the  firft  Time  that  I  ever  law 
him, 

Methought  he  was  a  Brother  to  your  Daughter  $ 

But,  my  good  Lord,  this  Boy  is  Foreft  born 
And  hath  been  tutor’d  in  the  Rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  "Studies,  by  his  Uncle, 

Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  Magitian 
Obfcured  within  the  Circle  of  this  Foreft, 

Duke.  Come,  now  what  Entertainment  fhall  we 
have 

To  wafte  this  half  an  Age,  this  long  half* Hour, 
When  Ganymede  has  promis’d  to  perform 
Thefe  Miracles  of  Love. 

Jaques.  A  Play  there  is,  my  Lie^e,  fome  ten 
Words  long. 

Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  Play  $ 

But  by  ten  Words,  my  Lord,  it  is  too  long. 

Which  makes  it  tedious ;  For  in  all  the  Play 
There  is  not  one  Word  apt,  one  Player  fitted, 

And  tragical,  my'  noble  Lord,  it  is': 

For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himfelf  j 
Which  when  I  law  rehears’d,  I  muft  confefs. 

Made  mine  Eyes  Water  •,  but  more  merry  Tears 
The  Palfion  of  loud  Laughter  never  fhed. 

Duke.  What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ? 

J^aques.  Some  Citizens  of  Liege y  who  from  pure 
Hearts 

And  loyal  Love  have  follow’d  your  bad  Fortune, 
Who  never  labour’d  in  their  Minds  till  now. 

And  they  defign  at  leaft  to  entertain. 

Duke.  I’li  hear  this  Play,  nothing  can  be  amifsl 
Simplicity  and  Duty  make  it  grateful. 

Where  I  have  come,  great  Clerks-have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  Welcomes ; 

And  I  have  feen  them  Ihiver  and  look  pale, 

Make  Periods  in  the  midft  of  Sentences, 


Throttle 


Love  in  a  Fonfl.  59 

Throttle  their  pradtis’d  Accents  in  their  Fears, 

And  m  Conclufion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 
fret  paying  me  a  Welcome.  Trufb  me,  Friends, 
Out  of  this  Silence,  yet  I  pick’d  a  Welcome, 

And  in  the  Modefty  of  fearful  Duty 
I  read  much  more  than  from  the  rattling  Tongues 
Of  fawey  and  audacious  Eloquence. 

Jaques.  So  pi -ale  your  Grace,  the  Prologue  is 
uddrefs'u. 

Lake.  Let  him  approach. 

Enter  Quince  as  Prologue ,  /peaking  very  f aft  and 
without  Stops. 

Quince.  If  we  offend  it  is  with  our  Good  Will 
That  you  fhou’d  think  we  come  not  to  offend 
But  with  Goodwill  to  fhew  our  Simple  Skill 
That  is  the  true  Beginning  of  our  End 
Confider  then  we  come  but  in  Defpight 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you 
Our  true  Intent  is  all  for  your  Delight 
We  are  not  here  that  you  fhou’d  here  repent 
you 

The  Adtors  are  at  Hand  and  by  their  Show 
Ycru  fhall  know  all  that  yon  are  like  to  know. 

Luke.  This  Fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  Points. 

Jaques.  He  hath  rid  his  Prologue  like  a  rough 
Colt :  He  knows  not  to  flop  •,  a  Good  Moral,  Sir ;  it 
is  not  enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Luke.  He  hath  play’d  on  his  Prologue,  Eke  a 
Child  on  the  Recorder,  a  Sound,  but  not  in  Govern¬ 
ment. 

Jaques.  His  Speech  was  like  a  tangled  Chain  *,  no¬ 
thing  impaired,  but  all  diforder’d.  Who  is  the 
next? 
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Enter  Wall. 

Wall.  In  this  fame  Interlude  it  doth  befall. 

That  I,  one  Snowt  (by  Name)  prefent  a  Wall  j 
And  fuch  a  Wall,  as  I  wou’d  have  you  think. 

That  had  in  it  a  crannied  Hole,  or  Chink 
Thro’  which  the  Lovers  Pyramus  and  Tbisby 
Did  whifper  often  very  fecretly. 

This  Loam,  this  Rough-caft,  and  this  Stone  doth 
fhow 

That  I  am  that  fame  Wall  *  the  Truth  is  fo. 

And  this  the  Cranny  is,  righ,  and  finifter. 

Thro’  which  the  fearful  Lovers  are  to  whifper. 

Duke.  Wou’d  you  defire  Lime  and  Hair  to  {peak 
better  ? 

Orl.  This  is  the  wittiefl  Partition  that  ever  I 
heard  Difcourfe. 

Duke.  See  Pyrajnus,  I  fuppofe  ^  he  draws  near. 
Silence. 


Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr.  O  grim  look’d  Night !  O  Night  with  hue  fi> 
black ! 

O  Night  which  ever  art,  when  Da)r  is  not ! 

O  Night,  O  Night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

I  fear  my  Tbisby  s  Promife  is  forgot : 

And  thou,  O  Wall ,  thou  fweet  and  lovely  Wall, 
Shew  me  thy  Chink  to  blink  thro’  with  mine  Ey’n. 
Thanks,  courteous  Wall  j  Jove  fhield  thee  well  for 
this. 

But  what  fee  I  ?  < —  No  Tbisby  do  I  fee. 

O  wicked  Wall,  thro1  whom  I  fee  no  Blifs, 

Curfs’d  be  thy  Stones  for  thus  deceiving  me. 

Duke.  The  Wall  methinks,  being  fenfible,  fhou’d 
curfe  again.  Pyu  No* 
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Pyr.  No,  in  Truth  Sir,  but  he  fllou’d  not,  decei¬ 
ving  me,  aye  that  is  Tbisby’s  Cue  ;  fhe  is  to  enter, 
and  I  am  to  fpy  her  thro’  the  Wall :  You  fhall  fee 
at  will  happen  juft  as  I  tell  you :  Yonder  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Thifby, 

Tbisby.  O  Wall !  full  often  haft  thou  heard  my  Moans 
For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me  5 
My  Cherry  Lips  hath  often  kifs’d  thy  Stones, 

Thy  Stones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. 

Pyr.  I  fee  a  Voice  ^  now  will  I  to  the  Chink, 

To  fpy  an  I  can  hear  my  Tbisby  s  Face  —  Tbisby  — 

Tbisby.  My  Love  thou  art,  my  Love-1  think. 

Pyr.  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  Lover’s  Grace, 
And  like  Lhnandar  am  I  trufty  ftill. 

Tbisby.  And  I  like  Helen  till  the  Fates  me  kill, 

Pyr.  Not  Shafalus  to  Proems  was  fo  true. 

Tbisby.  As  Shafalus  to  Procrus  I  to  you. 

Pyr.  O  kifs  me  thro’  the  Hole  of  this  vile  Wall.. 

Tbisby.  I  kifs  the  Wall’s,  Hole,  not  your  Lips  at  all. 

Pyr.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninny  s  Tomb  meet  me  ftrait 
way  ? 

Tbisby.  Tide  Life,  Tide  Death,  I  come  without 
Delay.  [Exeunt  Pyr.  and  Thifby. 

Wall.  Thus  have  I,  Wall,  my  Part  difeharged  fo. 
And  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go. 

[Exit  Wall. 

Orl.  This  is  the  fillieft  Stuff  that  ever  I  heard. 

Duke.  The  beft  in  this  Kind  are  but  Shadows,  and 
the  worftare  no  worfe,  if  Imagination  amend  them. 

Orl.  And  yet  if  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them 
than  they  of  ‘themfelves,  they  may  pafs  for  excel¬ 
lent  Men.  Here  come  two  noble  Beafts  in  a  Man 
and  a  Lion. 


Enter 
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Enter  Lion  and  Maonfhine. 

Lion.  You,  Ladies,  you  (whofe  gentle  Hearts  do 
fear 

The  fmalleft  monftrous  Moufe  that  creeps  on  Floor) 
May  now,  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble  here. 
When  Lion  rough  in  wildeft  Rage  doth  roar. 

Then  know  that  I  one  Symg  the  Joiner  am, 

No  Lion  fell,  nor  yet  no  Lions  Dam : 

For  if  I  fhou’d  as  Lion  come  in  Strife 
Into  this  Place,  ftwere  Pity  of  my  Life. 

Duke.  Avery  good  Beaft,  and  of  a  good  Con- 
leience. 

Jaques.  The  very  beft  at  a  Beaft  that  ever  I  fawv 
Orl.  This  Lion  is  a  very  Fox  for  his  Valour. 
Jacques.  And  a  Goofe  for  his  Difcretion. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  does  the  homed  Moon  pre¬ 
fen  t 

Jaques.  He  fhou’d  have  worn  the  Horns  on  his 
Head. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  does  the  horned  Moon  pre- 
fent, 

Myfelf'the  Man  i’th’  Moon  doth  feemto  be. 

Duke.  I  am  weary  of  this  Moon  already,  wou3d 
he  wou5d  change ;  however,  proceed,  Moon. 

,  Moon.  Why  all  that  I  have  to  fay  is  to  tell  you,  that 
the  Lanthorn  is  the  Moon,  I  the  Man  in  the  Moon, 
this  Thorn-bufh  my  Thorn-bulh,  and  this  Dog  my 
Dog. 


Duke. 
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Duke.  Why  all  thefe  ihou’d  be  in  the  Lanthorn* 
for  they  are  in  the  Moon  ;  But  Silence  here  come$ 
Tbisby. 


Enter  Thilby. 

Thisby.  This  is  old  Ninny's  Tomb,  where  is  my 
Love? 

Lion.  ( Roars. )  Oh  [  Lion  roars,  and  Thilby 

[  runs  off  and  leaves  her  Mantle  behind, 

Orl.  Well  roar’d,  Lion. 

Duke.  Well  run,  Thisby . 
ffaques,  WTell  Ihone,  Moon. 

Enter  Pyramus, 

Pyr.  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Sunny 
Beams, 

I  thank  thee,  Moon ,  for  Alining  now  fo  bright. 

For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  Streams, 

I  trull  to  talle  of  truell  T hisby  s  Sight. 

But  flay:  OSpight!  but  mark  poor  Knight, 

What  dreadful  Dole  is  here  ? 

Eyes  do  you  fee !  How  can  it  be ! 

O  dainty  Duck :  O  Deer ! 

Thy  Mantle  good.  What !  llain’d  with  Blood ! 
Approach  you  Furies  fell : 

O  Fates !  Come,  come  •,  cut  Thread  and  Thrum, 
Quail,  Crufh,  Conclude  and  Quell, 

Duke.  This  Pallion,  and  the  Death  of  a  dear 
Friend  wou’d  go  near  to  make  a  Man  look  lad. 

Pyr.  O  wherefore  Nature  didft  thou  Lions  frame ! 
Since  Lion  wild  hath  here  deflowr’d  my  Dear, 

Which  is ;  No,  no,  which  was  the  fairell  Dame 
That  liv’d,  that  lov’d,  that  lik’d,  that  look’d  with 
Cheer ;  Come 
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Come  Tears  confound:  Out  Sword,  and  wound 
The  Pap  of  Py — ramus : 

I,  that  left  Pap,  where  Heart  doth  hop : 

Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Now  am  I  dead,  now  am  I  fled,  my  Soul  is  in  the 

Sky  j 

Tongue  lofe  thy  Light,  Moon  take  thy  Flight, 

Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

Luke.  With  the  Help  of  a  Surgeon  he  might  yet 
recover  and  prove  an  Afs. 

Orl.  How  chance  the  Moonjblne  is  gone  before 
L'hisby  comes  back  and  finds  her  Lover. 

Duke.  She  will  find  him  by  Star-Light  }  and  her 
Paftion  and  Speech  end  the  Play. 

Orl.  Methinks  fhe  fhou’d  not.ufe  a  long  one  for 
fuch  a  Pyramus ,  I  hope  fhe  will  be  brief. 

Enter  Thifby. 

T huby.  A  fleep,  my  Love?  What  dead  my  Dove > 
O  Pyramus ,  arife : 

Speak :  Speak !  Quite  dumb  ?  Dead,  dead  ?  A 
Tomb  muft  cover  my  fweet  Eyes. 

Thefe  Lilly  Lips,  this  Cherry  Nofe,  thefe  yellow 
Cowflip  Cheeks, 

Are  gone^  are  gone:  Lovers  make  moan,  his  Eyes 
were  green  as  Leaks, 

O  Sifters  three.  Come,  come  to  me,  with  Hands  as 
pale  as. Milk-, 

Lay  him  in  Gore,  fince  you  have  fhore,  with 
Sheers,  this  Thread  of  Silk. 

Tongue  not  a  Word,  come  trufty  Sword,  come 
Blade  my  Breaft  imbrue  $ 

And  farewel  Friends,  thus  Tbisby  ends}  Adieu, 
Adieu,  Adieu. 


Duke. 
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Duke.  Moonjbine  and  Lion  are  left  to  bury  the 
T)ead. 

Orl.  Aye,  and  Wall  too* 

Pyr.  (  rijhtg)  No,  I  allure  you,  the  "Wall  is  down 
that  parted  their  Fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee 
the  Epilogue  ? 

Duke.  No  Epilogue,  I  pray  you,  for  your  Play 
needs  no  Excufe,  when  the  Players  are  all  dead 
there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry,  if  he  that 
wrote  it  had  play’d  Pyramus  and  hung  himfelf  in 
Thisbys  Garter,  it  wou’dhave  been  a  fine  Tragedy; 
And  fo  it  is  truly,  and  very  notably  dilcharged  — 
No  more  leraping,  but  vanilh.  Look  yonder,  Or¬ 
lando ,  your  young  Magitian  is  performing  his  Pro- 
mife  in  Form,  1  lee,  here  they  come,  Mufic  too. 
Let  us  attend  them. 


Soft  Mufic  I,  Enter  Hymen  with  his  Torch,  See.  intro¬ 
ducing  Rofalind  in  Womans  Cloaths  and  Cadia 


Hymen.  Then  is  there  Mirth  in  Heaven , 
When  Earthly  Things  made  even , 

Accord  together. 

Good  Duke ,  rede ve  thy  Daughter , 
Hymen  from  Heaven  brought  her , 

Tea ,  brought  her  hither , 

That  thou  might’Q  join  her  Hand  with  his , 
Whofe  Heart  within  his  Bofom  is. 


Rof  (to  the  Duke)  To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I 
am  yours. 

( to  Orlando )  To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am 


yours. 

Duke.  If  there  be  Truth  in  Sight,  you  are  my 
Daughter. 

F  Orl 
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Orl.  If  there  be  Truth  in  Sight,  you  are  my  j Ro- 

Jalind. 

Rof.  I’ll  have  no  Father  if  thou  be  not  he. 

I’ll  have  no  Hufband  if  thou  be  not  he. 

Hymen.  Peace' ho!  I  bar  Confufion:' 

3Tis  I  muft  make  eoncluiion 
Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  Events. 

Here  are  four  that  muft  take  Hands, 

To  joyn  in  Hymens  Bands, 

If  Truth  holds  true  contents, 

You  and  you  no  Crofs  fhall  part-, 

You  and  you  are  Heart  in  Heart  ; 

While  our  Dancers  tread  a  Ring, 

Feed  yourfelves  with  queftioning  : 

That  Reafon  Wonder  may  diminilh 
How  we  met,  and  thefe  Things  finifh. 

Duke  to  C&lia.  Oh  my  dear  Niece,  welcome  thou 
art  to  me ; 

Even,  Daughter,  welcome  in  no  lefs  Degree. 

Enter  Robert  du  Bois. 

Rob.  Let  me  have  Audience  for  a  Word  or  two, 

I  am  the  youngeft  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowland , 

That  bring  good  Tidings  to  this  fair  Aflembly; 
Duke  Frederick ,  hearing  how  from  Day  to  Day 
Men  of  great  worth  retorted  to  this  Foreft, 
Addrefs’d  a  mighty  Power,  which  were  on  Foot 
In  his  own  Condutd,  purpofely  to  take 
His  Brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  Sword : 

And  to  the  Skirts  of  this  wild  Wood  he  came. 

Where  meeting  with  an  old  Religious  Man, 

After  fome  Queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  Enterprise,  and  from  the  World; 

His  Crown  beque'athing  to  his  banifh’d  Brother ; 

And  all  their  Lands  reftor’d  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exiled.  This  to  be  true 
I  do  engage  my  Life, 


Duke, 
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Duke.  - - Welcome  young  Man, 

Thou  offer’ll:  fairly  to  thy  Brother’s  Weddings 
To  one  his  Lands  withheld,  and  to  the  other 
A  Land  itfelf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 

Firft  in  this  Foreft  let  us  do  thofe  Ends 
That  here  were  well  begun  and  well  begot : 

And  after,  all  of  this  moft  happy  Number 
Shall  lhare  the  good  of  our  returned  Fortune 
According  to  the  Meafure  of  their  States  : 

Mean  Time  forget  this  new  fall’ll  Dignity, 

And  fall  into  our  ruftick  Revelry. 

A  DANCE. 

Duh.  Now  let  us  folemnly  com  pleat  thofe  Rites, 
Which  we  do  truft  will  end  in  true  Delights. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Wilks. 

IN  Honour  to  bis  Name,  and  this  learn  d  Age, 

Once  more  your  touch  lov’d  Shakes^ear  trediji 
the  Stage. 

Another  Work  from  that  great  Hand  appears > 

His  Ore’s  refin'd ,  but  not  impar’d  by  Years. 

Thofe  facred  Truths  our  Sages  coldly  tell 
In  languid  Profe  j  as  He  defcribes —  we  feel. 

He  looks  all  Nature  thro ’  \  Jlrikes  at  a  Heat 
Her  various  Forms ,  irregularly  Great. 

See  the  Dictator  by  the  Patriot  flain. 

And  the  World’s  mighty  Vi&or  bleed  again } 

His  Romans,  Speak  and  AH  like  Romans  all. 

We  hear  them  Thunder  in  the  Capitol : 

Quick  Caflius  raves ,  and  Brutus,  fiernly  good , 

Pierces  the  Father’s  in  the  Tyrant’s  Blood. 

In  Timon  Worldly  Friendfinps  we  defpife , 

And  View  their  Flattery  with  difirufiing  Eyes \ 

When  Brave  Othello’s  generous  Soul  is  mov’d 
By  jealous  Fraud  to  murder  all  he  lov’d , 

The 


PROLOGUE. 

The  fympathifng  Mind  his  Sorrow  feels , 

And  on  the  painful,  pleafing  Image  dwells ; 

We  Jhare  bis  Pangs ,  Aid  his  imagin'd  Grief, 

And  give  the  tortur'd  Lover  vain  Relief. 

The  Hero ,  Courtier ,  Patriot ,  awi  fit? 

Fom  ow  Character  his  pious  Dane. 

New  Miracles  each  Scene  arref  the  Sight , 

InfiruH,  and  pleafe ,  git>e  Knowledge  and  Delight. 

If  into  lower  Life  his  Pencil  frays , 

/Stiff  &£?  unrivall'd  Wit  demands  the  Bays ; 

Superior  fill,  the  Comic  Force  furvives 
In  Fallftaff,  Shallow,  and  the  Merry  Wives. 

Now,  —  As  you  like  it,  judge  the  following  Play , 
And  when  you  view  this  Work  retriev'd  tq  Day  j 
Forgive  our  modern  Author's  Honeft  Zeal , 

He  hath  attempted  boldly ,  if  not  well : 

Believe ,  he  only  does  with  Pain,  and  Care , 

Prefume  to  weed  the  beautiful  Parterre. 

His  whole  Ambition  does,  at  moll,  afpire 
To  tune  the  facred  Bard's  immortal  Lyre * 

The  Scemefrom  Time  and  Error  to  rejlcve. 

And  give  the  Stage ?  from  Shakespear  one  Pla 
more. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Thurmond . 

BElieve  me,  Sirs,  there  are  but  very  few 

Woud  fight,  or  write,  did  they  know  what  they 
do  j 

For  Wits ,  and  Bullies  are  not  on  Record, 

As  Fools,  and  Cowards ,  till  they  draw  the  Sword  : 

Tet  both  pur f  ue  an  empty  Sound,  a  Name, 

And  bleed,  and  are  ridiculous  for  Fame. 

Tho>  well,  tho ’  certainly  they  know  that  none 
Enjoy  this  Phantom,  till  they’re  dead  and  gone-, 

A  Trumpet  on  a  Tomb-Jlone  founds  but  queint , 

And  tho ’  the  Notes  are  mellow,  they  are  faint. 

I  don’t  well  underjland  our  Rhiming  Blade, 
Wherefore  mufi  Love  be  in  a  Foreft  made  ? 

In  Courts,  indeed,  he  plumes  bis  Purple  Wivgs\ 

But  Cottages  are  cold,  and  lifelefs  Things. 

In  the  gay  Town  from  Joy,  to  Joy  we  rove, 

T he  Charms  of  dear  Variety  to  prove 
AfTemblies ,  Mufick,  Mafquerades,  and  Plays, 

Relieve  the  weary  d  Mind  a  thoufand  Ways. 


Tell 
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Tell  Us ,  ye  Fair ,  are  Fields ,  TVm,  ZWi, 

Sight  to  be  prefer’ d  to  Bells  and  Beaus  ? 

Behold  there  Gauntry  Spoufe ,  and  Rural  ’Squire, 

In  a  long  Winters  Night  by  Logwood  Fire , 


Firty  and  dull * 


Tfo  Fair  woii 


ht  her  white  Arms  now  Jnores  a  hunting  Warrior 
Till  wak’d  by  Horns  to  foHow  Fox  with  Terrier: 
They  eat,  they  fleets,  they  like  their  Trees  decay , 
Grow  oldy  and  bald ,  and  Vegetate  away. 

Give  its,  who  wake ,  3^  to  dull  Souls  unknown, 
The  circulating  Pleafures  of  the  Town  , 

I  mean  thofe  PUafwes  that  befit  a  Mindy 
By  regular  find  virtifoui  L^ws  rffind  5 
Such  may  the  Stage  continue  flitVfo  give y 
May  fuch  alone  your  juft  Applaufe  receive ; 

Pafs  then  the  Failures  of  our  Writer  \  Pen , 

And  pardon  what  you  find  a  guiltlefs  Scene . 

As  here  by  reafonableT  oys  you’re  mov’d. 

Be  thisz  your  nobUfl  Pleafure,  befl  approv’d* 
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